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P.  H.  Goes  to  Finland  to  The  Congress 

July  10,  1925. 

On  board  S.  S.  Stockholm,  en  route  to  Gotenberg, 
Sweden. 

I  can  think  of  no  more  ideal  time  to  leave  New  York 
Harbor  than  6  P.  M.,  and  no  more  ideal  place  than  West 
57th  Street,  with  the  prospect  of  a  June  sunset  on  the 
Hudson.  Add  to  this,  a  farewell  at  the  Hall,  full  of  good 
wishes,  with  flowers,  fruit,  letters  and  telegrams  await¬ 
ing  us  in  our  stateroom.  Marguerite  Wales,  ’20,  and 
Janet  Fish,  *21,  who  were  to  be  our  traveling  companions, 
were  already  on  board,  and  our  prospects  seemed  ex¬ 
cellent  for  a  happy  holiday.  The  first  day  out  was  bright 
and  sunny  with  a  tranquil  sea,  but  most  of  us  were  too 
tired  to  appreciate  it.  The  next  seven  days  were  just  as 
misty,  rainy,  foggy  and  damp  as  the  old  Atlantic  knows 
how  to  make  them,  but  withal  a  quiet  sea  and  such  favor¬ 
able  winds,  that  the  S.  S.  Stockholm  made  the  best  trip 
in  two  years,  and  sea  sickness  was  the  exception.  On  the 
eight  day,  the  sun  came  out  and  land  was  sighted.  From 
then  on  bright  sunshine  and  quiet  seas  enabled  us  to  see 
the  north  of  Scotland,  Kitchener’s  Grave,  the  Orkney  Islands, 
Jutland,  Norway  and  last  of  all  the  attractive  harbor  of 
Gotenberg,  with  its  islands,  forts,  and  winding  channels. 
Thomas  Cook  &  Sons,  those  obiquitous  persons,  met  us 
at  the  dock  and  enabled  us  to  have  a  clean,  comfortable 
hotel  for  the  night  and  start  for  Copenhagen,  Denmark,  in 
the  morning  with  the  least  apparent  effort. 

July  15,  1925. 

On  board  S.  S.  Von  Platten,  en  route  to  Stockholm, 
Sweden. 

Anticipating  Copenhagen,  Denmark  meant  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  see  Mrs.  Hans  Koch  (Margarthe  Schioler,  ’01),  and 
Charlotte  Munch,  ’09.  Looking  back  even  from  this  brief 
perspective  we  realize  that  through  the  hospitality  and 
patriotism  of  our  hostesses  we  will  always  think  of  Den¬ 
mark  as  a  place  that  we  know  and  love,  and  could  return 
to  as  to  a  friend.  A  short  railway  journey  down  the  west 
coast  of  Sweden  to  Helsingborg,  a  ferry  to  Helsinfors,  and 
we  found  ourselves  in  the  kindly  country  of  Denmark.  The 
guard  on  the  train  was  the  first  person  to  meet  us  and  even 
he  did  it  with  a  smile.  A  train  journey  of  two  hours  down 
the  east  coast,  through  rural  Denmark,  with  here  a  glimpse 
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of  a  watering  place,  and  there  a  run  through  a  woodland, 
the  tidiest  and  most  picked  up  woodland  one  can  imagine — 
beautiful,  tall,  straight  trees,  all  the  underbrush  gone,  the 
ground  carpeted  with  fallen  leaves,  tiny  footpaths  and  with¬ 
al  a  stillness  and  darkness.  When  about  twenty  minutes 
from  Copenhagen,  two  ladies  entered  the  railway  coach  and 
we  recognized  Charlotte  Munch  and  Mrs.  Koch.  Such  a  wel¬ 
come  and  such  a  reunion  there  was  on  that  railway  train  in 
Denmark!  We  learned  that  Mrs.  Koch  was  also  to  be  a 
guest  of  Miss  Munch  while  we  were  there  and  that  they 
had  decided  to  meet  us  and  escort  us  into  the  city.  We 
soon  arrived  at  the  station  and  were  as  soon  hurried  off  to 
the  Bispebyerg  Hospital,  where  Miss  Munch  is  Directress 
of  the  School  of  Nursing.  We  were  to  have  many  surprises 
during  this  trip  but  none  greater  than  when  we  were  driven 
through  what  seemed  to  us  a  medieval  gate,  which  closed 
behind  us,  the  password  was  given  and  the  opposite  gate 
opened,  when  we  saw  before  us  a  beautiful  vista  of  walks, 
lawns,  flowers,  hedges,  steps,  and  in  the  distance  trees  and  a 
water  tower.  * 

The  Bispebyerg  Hospital  does  not  altogether  conform 
to  our  idea  of  a  Hospital  in  appearance.  The  architect.  Prof. 
Martin  Nyrop,  decided  to  make  it  something  beautiful  to 
look  at  as  well  as  a  Hospital.  How  well  he  succeeded  is 
evident  from  the  fact  that  it  is  considered  one  of  his  monu¬ 
ments.  The  grounds  were  laid  out  and  hedges  started  be¬ 
fore  the  buildings  were  begun.  The  Hospital  itself  is  in  the 
pavilion  style,  each  pavilion  three  stories  high,  entered 
through  a  garden  surrounded  by  a  beechwood  hedge  six  to 
eight  feet  high.  This  garden  is  for  the  use  of  the  patients 
and  both  from  its  height  and  its  thickness  gives  them  ample 
privacy.  Going  through  the  garden  you  enter  the  sitting 
room  for  patients,  an  attractive  room  with  gingham  covered 
chairs  and  pillows.  A  covered  passage  partly  hidden  by 
the  succession  of  hedges  affords  communication  between 
these  pavilions. 

At  the  further  end,  past  the  hospital  buildings  and  sep 
arated  by  a  campus,  we  found  the  School  of  Nursing  resi¬ 
dence,  conforming  in  general  style  of  architecture  and 
material  to  the  other  buildings.  Here  we  found  that  Miss 
Munch  and  her  staff,  aided  and  abetted  by  Mrs.  Koch,  had 
arranged  for  us  to  see  and  appreciate  the  Hospital,  the  city 
of  Copenhagen,  and  even  Denmark.  It  was  most  enjoyable 
and  a  liberal  education.  We  started  off  with  dinner  with 
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Miss  Munch’s  sister’s  family  in  their  home,  followed  by  an 
open  air  opera  in  the  Royal  Deer  Garden.  The  theme  of  the 
opera  was  taken  from  Danish  folklore.  The  next  morning, 
Sunday,  we  were  shown  through  the  hospital,  followed  by 
lunch  in  Miss  Munch’s  apartment.  In  the  afternoon  we 
had  a  drive  through  the  city,  seeing  some  of  the  historical 
places  and  the  beautiful  Eangelinie. 

During  our  visit  to  Copenhagen,  we  often  saw  Miss 
Kofad  Hansen,  Miss  Broe  and  Mrs.  Heiberg  who  took  added 
experience  courses  at  P.  H.,  in  1921.  In  the  evening  we 
were  guests  of  the  students  of  the  School  of  Nursing  in 
their  own  outdoor  theatre.  Here  the  students  presented 
several  of  their  folklore  songs  in  a  semi-opera,  semi-pan¬ 
tomime  way,  assisted  by  a  chorus  excellently  trained  by  one 
of  the  seniors.  Those  of  the  school  who  were  not  on  the 
stage  or  on  duty  were  in  the  audience,  and  from  the  giggles 
and  ejaculations  of  surprise  (we  did  not  understand  what 
they  said)  a  fair  amount  of  their  entertainment  came  from 
the  impromptu  costumes  and  stage  settings,  the  gardener's 
horse  playing  no  mean  part.  After  the  performance  the 
students  served  refreshments  and  then  the  chorus  took  down 
the  colored  lanterns  which  had  been  strung  about  the  trees 
and  led  a  procession  through  the  park  singing  folklore 
and  ending  up  on  the  shore  of  a  small  lake.  The  night  was 
warm  and  still  and  the  long  twilight  (it  was  quite  light  at 
10  P.  M.  when  we  were  having  refreshments)  added  to  the 
charm  of  the  entertainment.  By  the  time  we  reached  the 
lake  it  was  just  dark  enough  for  the  lake  to  take  the  re¬ 
flections  from  the  colored  lanterns  but  still  light  enough 
to  see  the  reflections  of  the  singers  as  we  stood  on  the  op¬ 
posite  bank. 

To  me  it  was  most  interesting  to  see  the  students  of 
another  school  at  play.  Here  they  seemed  to  sing,  and  sing 
well  and  unaffectedly,  apparently  as  easily  as  they  talked. 
And  again  I  remembered  how  often  we  have  thought  of 
cultivating  singing  in  our  own  school,  feeling  sure  a  great 
deal  of  talent  is  there.  Then  I  was  interested  in  the  sim¬ 
plicity  of  it  all.  They  had  taken  their  own  beautiful  sur¬ 
roundings  and  created  such  an  interesting  entertainment. 

On  Monday  we  had  a  drive  to  Fiedericksborg  Castle, 
an  interesting  historical  castle  about  thirty  miles  through 
rural  Denmark.  We  hurried  back  in  time  for  tea  with  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Prince  at  the  Embassy.  A  further  entertainment 
was  provided  in  the  dinner  and  symphony  music  at  Tivoli, 
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but  we  begged  off  and  started  for  the  Gota  Canal.  On  our 
way  to  the  station  Miss  Maxwell  and  I  could  not  resist  buy¬ 
ing  a  Royal  Copenhagen  vase  for  the  Hall.  Denmark  has  been 
making  this  pottery  for  two  hundred  years  under  royal  pat¬ 
ronage  and  has  firmly  resisted  any  inducements  to  com¬ 
mercialize  it.  Each  piece  is  developed  by  an  artist,  signed 
and  never  duplicated.  We  chose  the  vase  because  the  trees 
were  so  like  the  ones  we  had  seen  in  the  country.  We 
hope  you  will  like  it. 

August  15,  1925. 

On  board  S.  S.  Orduna,  en  route  for  New  York. 

We  left  Goteberg  on  Wednesday,  for  a  three  day  trip 
on  the  Gota  Canal.  This  Canal  forms  a  water-highway 
between  Goteberg  on  the  west  and  Stockholm  on  the  east 
of  Sweden,  and  has  been  made  by  joining  a  series  of  small 
lakes  with  canals.  The  trip  is  very  delightful  and  quiet.  We 
found  the  crew  most  hospitable  and  anxious  for  us  to  see  and 
appreciate  their  country. 

Miss  Maxwell  and  Miss  Fish  left  the  canal  boat  a  day 
early  and  took  the  train  to  Stockholm  in  order  to  have  an 
extra  day  there.  At  Stockholm,  they  met  Mrs.  Eliot  Wads¬ 
worth  (Nancy  Whitman,  T3),  who  was  visiting  Mrs.  Bliss 
at  the  Embassy.  Miss  Wales  and  I  came  along  on  scheduled 
time  and  joined  them,  spending  Saturday  in  Stockholm  and 
leaving  in  the  evening  for  Abo,  a  delightful  night’s  trip 
through  the  Islands  of  the  Baltic  Sea.  At  Abo  we  took  the 
train  for  Helsingfors,  our  real  destination. 

Our  trip  from  Abo  to  Helsingfors  had  been  our  intro¬ 
duction  to  Finland  and  we  judged  it  a  rugged  north  country 
suitable  for  limited  agricultural  pursuits,  and  as  yet  unde¬ 
veloped  as  far  as  manufactures  are  concerned.  We  were 
thus  unprepared  for  the  warm  welcome  and  hospitality  of 
the  people.  Finland,  and  more  particularly  Helsingfors,  had 
been  actively  preparing  for  this  Congress  for  two  years.  And 
when  we  recollect  that  the  Finns  had  only  recently  been 
engaged  in  freeing  themselves  from  Russian  domination 
and  establishing  a  nation  we  were  hardly  prepared  for  such 
organization  in  connection  with  a  Congress  of  Nurses. 

A  reception  committee  boarded  the  train  outside  of 
Helsingfors  and  after  introducing  themselves  in  excellent 
English,  presented  us  with  a  card  giving  us  the  address 
of  our  lodgings.  This  card  had  a  perforated  bit  at  the 
bottom,  giving  our  street  and  number  in  the  language  of 
Finland  and  Sweden,  which  we  were  told  to  detach  and 
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give  to  the  cabman.  Can  you  imagine  more  perfect 
arrangements  for  a  foreign  country?  Nor  was  that  all. 
When  we  arrived  at  the  station  other  members  of  the  re¬ 
ception  committee  were  there  to  assist  with  the  luggage. 
They  planned  to  have  one  person  receive  each  visitor  and 
in  this  way  expedite  our  departure  from  the  station. 

As  you  probably  all  know,  the  Nurses  of  the  European 
countries  have  an  outdoor  uniform  as  well  as  one  for  duty 
in  the  hospital.  This  outdoor  uniform  seems  to  belong  to 
the  Graduate  Nurses  Association  and  not  to  the  schools. 
It  may  be  worn  at  any  time  but  is  always  worn  when  on 
business  connected  with  the  profession.  Consequently,  at 
the  Congress  the  nurses  from  these  countries  all  wore  an 
outdoor  uniform.  That  of  Finland  was  a  one-piece,  bluish 
grey  merino  dress  with  belt  and  a  dark  blue  hat  with  veil. 
It  was  most  attractive  and  smart.  A  second  Graduate 
Nurses*  Association  in  Finland  wore  a  midnight  blue  uni¬ 
form  with  hat  to  match. 

On  our  arrival  at  the  Surgical  Hospital  where  Miss 
Maxwell,  Miss  Fish,  and  I  (Miss  Wales  having  deserted 
us),  were  to  be  the  guests  of  Baroness  Mannerheim,  the 
“Matron”  of  the  Hospital.  We  were  received  by  Miss  Dahl- 
strom,  who  took  the  Added  Experience  course  at  P.  H.,  in 
1913.  Our  hostess  had  not  expected  us  so  soon,  so  we  were 
to  meet  her  later.  It  would  be  useless  for  me  to  attempt 
to  give  in  detail,  the  meeting  of  the  Congress.  The  pro¬ 
gram  is  being  printed  in  another  part  of  the  Quarterly  and 
the  more  important  papers  will  appear  from  time  to  time 
during  the  winter  in  the  Journal.  Apart,  however,  from 
the  actual  meetings  and  the  inspiration  to  be  had  from  them 
was  the  opportuity  to  meet  and  know  so  many  of  the 
women  from  other  countries — all  of  us  with  much  the  same 
problems. 

But  first,  I  would  speak  of  the  Finns  themselves.  Here 
we  found  the  same  patriotism  so  noticeable  in  Denmark,  and 
which  seems  characteristic  of  these  small  countries  where 
distances  are  not  so  great  and  the  people  have  a  common 
origin.  The  same  courage  that  freed  the  Finns  from  the 
domination  of  Russia  helped  them  prepare  for  an  Inter¬ 
national  Congress  and  to  surmount  all  sorts  of  difficulties. 
First,  came  languare.  Since  the  majority  of  those  attend¬ 
ing  the  conference  could  speak  English  it  was  decided  to 
hold  all  meetings  in  English.  What  did  our  hostesses  do? 
They  learned  to  speak  English.  The  grammar  is  taught  in 
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the  schools,  but  nearly  a  hundred  nurses  in  Finland  studied 
English  conversation  last  winter,  and  their  teacher  gave  his 
services. 

Then  the  housing  of  delegates  was  another  difficulty. 
They  just  opened  their  private  houses  and  hospitals. 
The  headquarters  had  to  be  arranged  for,  so  the  govern¬ 
ment  loaned  its  buildings.  Entertainment  must  be  provided 
after  the  meetings,  so  the  Governor  of  Finland  gave  a  re¬ 
ception  at  his  home  and  garden  party  in  one  of  the  parks. 
The  Ministers  of  the  different  countries  entertained  at  tea 
for  their  compatriots.  In  other  words  not  only  the  nurses 
but  the  people  themselves  did  all  in  their  power  to  make 
our  visit  to  their  country  a  happy  remembrance 

On  Friday  of  the  convention  week  the  different  hos¬ 
pitals  entertained  at  lunch  for  the  delegates  and  visitors, 
and  there  followed  a  trip  through  the  hospital.  The  in¬ 
dividual  delegates  were  assigned  to  the  different  hospitals 
by  the  committee  on  arrangements.  Here  we  found  splen¬ 
didly  organized  hospitals  with  well  developed  schools  of 
nursing. 

Jean  I.  Gunn,  '05,  Toronto  General  Hospital,  and  Edith 
Campbell,  ’07,  Victorian  Order  of  Nurses,  Toronto,  were 
delegates  from  Canada.  During  the  Convention  we  had  a 
P.  H.  dinner  and  “get  together.”  Baroness  Mannerheim 
and  Mile,  de  Joannes  were  our  guests  and  we  had  a  jolly 
time. 

Saturday  of  Convention  week,  with  many  happy  mem¬ 
ories  of  busy  days,  we  left  Helsingfors  for  Stettin,  Ger¬ 
many,  en  route  to  Holland  and  England.  The  Baroness 
Mannerheim  and  Miss  Munch  waved  “good-bye”  on  the  pier. 

The  next  day  saw  us  in  Berlin,  having  tea  with  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Wm.  J.  Norton  (Jean  L.  Wales,  ’05)  and  their 
family.  Here  took  place  the  first  break  in  our  party,  Miss 
Wales  remaining  with  her  sister.  Their  plans  were  to  take 
a  motor  trip  through  Holland,  Germany  and  France. 

Miss  Maxwell,  Miss  Fish  and  myself  journeyed  through 
Germany  to  Holland  where  we  spent  several  days,  seeing 
the  usual  sights.  Then  we  said  “good-by”  to  Miss  Fish 
who  betook  herself  to  France  while  we  started  for  England, 
arriving  in  London  the  Saturday  before  the  August  bank 
holiday.  If  you  wish  to  find  anyone  or  do  anything,  do  not 
plan  to  arrive  in  England  at  such  a  time.  Everything  stops 
and  everyone  goes  away  until  the  middle  of  the  following 
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week.  Our  chief  concern  was  a  vise  on  my  passport  and 
w'hen  I  was  required  to  have  some  extra  photographs 
there,  the  trouble  began.  We  lost  a  day  among  the  Cathe¬ 
drals  in  the  south  as  a  result,  but  wc  enjoyed  the  extra  day 
in  London. 

Dame  Maude  McCarthy  came  to  the  hotel  shortly  after 
our  arrival.  We  were  both  so  pleased  to  see  her  again,  and 
among  other  glimpses  of  her,  especially  enjoyed  an  afternoon 
at  Hampton  Court  and  a  day  in  Canterbury.  We  got  in 
touch  with  Mary  Maude  Tennant,  ’04,  and  Edithe  A. 
Leavens,  T2,  who  were  in  London  and  arranged  for  a  motor 
trip  to  Winchester  and  Salisbury  at  the  end  of  the  week. 
Wednesday  we  had  dinner  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Archibald 
Rowan  (Louise  Ayers,  ’20),  in  the  country.  Mrs.  Rowan  is 
very  enthusiastic  about  her  adopted  country,  so  we  saw 
“Surrey  lanes”  at  their  best. 

During  the  time  we  were  in  London  we  were  fortunate 
to  be  entertained  at  London  and  St.  Thomas’  Hospitals, 
seeing  many  interesting  things  of  which  we  had  so  often 
heard. 

On  Saturday,  August  8th,  at  37  E.  71st  St.,  New  York 
City,  our  party  was  really  disbanded.  I  left  for  South¬ 
ampton,  en  route  to  New  York,  and  Miss  Maxwell 
left  for  the  Club.  The  next  ten  days  soon  passed  and  I 
was  back  at  the  Port  of  New  York  with  Mary  Brown,  ’97, 
Anne  Penland,  T2,  and  Dorothy  S.  Wood,  ’20,  waving  a 
welcome  home,  reinforced  with  a  thermos  of  orange  juice  on 
the  hottest  August  day  of  the  summer. 

HELEN  M.  YOUNG. 


Below  is  the  note  received  from  Mrs.  Tod : 

Dear  Alumnae  Association  of  the  School  of  Nursing: 

“What  comes  from  the  Heart  goes  to  the  Heart.” 

Your  kind  sympathy  is  deeply  appreciated,  by  one  who 
feels  that  although  we  are  all  on  life’s  battlefield,  some  of 
us  when  we  sorrow,  “sorrow  not  as  those  without  hope.” 

I  thank  you  all  for  the  beautiful  wreath  you  sent. 

(Signed)  MARIE  KENNEDY  TOD. 
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From  Miss  Maxwell 

We  are  thinking  of  you  and  hope  the  sea  treats  you 
well.  Dame  Maude  has  been  just  lovely  and  each  day 
hopes  you  are  not  ill.  We  met  at  International  House 
yesterday,  Miss  Janet  Moore,  Waikoto  Hospital,  New  Zea¬ 
land,  who  will  visit  New  York,  I  think,  in  October.  Could 
you  invite  her  to  stay  with  you?  She  will  be  at  15  Man¬ 
chester  Square  well  into  September  and  1  told  her  she 
might  hear  from  you. 

Miss  Gunn  and  I  entertained  at  the  Criterion  Restaurant 
last  night  Miss  Monk,  London  Hospital ;  Miss  Darbyshire, 
College  of  Nursing;  Miss  Hedges  and  Dame  Maude.  We 
had  a  jolly  good  dinner  and  much  fun.  Mrs.  Wadsworth 
(Nancy  Whitman,  ’13)  is  here  and  Dame  Maud  and  I  will 
lunch  with  her  today.  Miss  Vickery  (’21)  will  take  tea 
with  me  at  five,  so  I’m  not  idle. 

I  have  missed  you  awfully  and  am  sure  you  know  how 
I  loved  our  trip  together  and  all  the  sweet  things  you  did 
for  me. 

Don’t  kill  yourself — take  a  moment  for  reflection  on 
all  the  wonderful  things  we’ve  done. 

I  go  to  Ethel  Mussen’s  (’10)  Friday,  Mrs.  Higgen- 
botham’s  (Agnes  Hatton,  ’97)  Saturday.  Sunday,  West¬ 
minster  Abbey  and  have  Miss  Atkinson  for  lunch  here. 

From  Nancy  Cadmus,  ’97 

Please  do  not  gauge  my  interest  and  sympathy  in  your 
campaign  for  the  Roberts  Memorial  by  the  length  of  time 
I  have  allowed  to  elapse  before  responding  to  your  appeal. 
The  truth  of  this  matter  is  that  there  has  never  seemed  to  be 
spare  moments  since  I  came  here  May  1st.  It  is  not  always 
work  but  interruptions,  many  of  which  are  of  a  very  pleasant 
nature,  but  are  great  time  consumers. 

I  had  the  good  fortune  to  know  Miss  Roberts  person¬ 
ally  and  am  certainly  greatly  interested  on  that  account, 
and  of  course,  feel  very  strongly  in  the  matter  of  honoring 
her  memory  because  of  the  sacrifice  she  made. 

I  may  not  be  able  to  secure  very  many  pledges,  but 
with  my  own  contribution,  I  hope  to  get  something. 

In  the  early  years  of  our  Alumnae  it  was  often  said 
“We  must  do  more  for  ourselves  and  not  expect  others  to 
do  so  much  for  us.”  Well,  the  Alumnae  is  certainly  show¬ 
ing  that  there  is  plenty  of  “do”  in  its  members  now.  I  hope 
you  may  hear  from  me  in  the  near  future. 
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From  Winifred  Kaltenback,  ’20 

Only  nine  more  days  of  this  absolutely  perfect  ex¬ 
istence.  You  never  gave  better  advice  than  when  you 
spoke  in  favor  of  my  taking  this  trip. 

There  are  thirty-two  of  us  in  all  including  the  horses, 
for  after  a  horse  has  carried  you  almost  every  day  for  a 
month,  or  has  carried  your  impedimenta,  he  seems  much 
more  than  just  a  horse.  Eleven  of  the  horses  are  pack  horses 
and  are  very  systematically  packed  with  our  sleeping  packs, 
duffle  bags,  tepees,  kitchen  tent,  stove,  tables  and  chairs. 
I  was  tremendously  impressed  with  the  latter.  The  stove 
particularly,  which  is  a  clever  contrivance  into  which  the 
smoke  stack  is  fitted  snugly  when  it  is  all  packed  up.  The 
chairs  and  tables  are  also  collapsible  and  add  greatly  to 
the  comfort  of  meals  in  the  open.  Tent  and  tepees  are 
used  only  on  rainy  occasions.  We  had  rain  or  a  thunder 
storm  sometime  either  day  or  night  for  a  short  while 
every  twenty-four  hours  for  the  first  two  weeks,  but 
pommel  slickers  and  sombreros  on  a  horse  and  waterproof 
sleeping  bags  with  little  head  tops  were  adequate  pro¬ 
tection.  It  was  rather  an  interesting  experience  to  watch 
and  feel  a  thunderstorm  from  the  ground  in  the  middle  of 
the  night. 

The  days  lately  have  been  clear  as  crystal,  rather 
warm.  The  nights  so  clear  that  the  stars  seem  to  dance 
and  the  temperature  considerably  lower  than  the  day. 
We  camped  one  night  near  the  snowshoe  cabin  of  a  forest 
ranger.  Possibly  the  cabin  wanted  to  live  up  to  its  name 
for  the  next  morning  we  were  covered  with  a  heavy  frost 
which  could  easily  be  brushed  off  and  in  the  water  pail 
was  a  quarter  of  an  inch  of  ice.  Another  morning  we 
could  see  fresh  snow  on  the  mountain  pass  we  had  come 
over  during  the  day. 

We  have  two  or  three  times  been  above  timber  line 
and  the  panorama  views  are  beyond  description  for 
granduer.  We  ride  anywhere  from  ten  to  twenty-eight 
miles  a  day,  sometimes  riding  for  four  days  then  camping 
a  day  or  riding  two  days  and  having  a  “layover.”  Just 
as  we  feel  inclined  and  this  is  of  course,  one  of  the  chief 
joys  of  the  trip.  Nothing  one  has  to  do  at  a  scheduled  time. 

We  have  seen  buffalo,  bear,  elk,  antelope,  porcupines 
and  deer  in  their  native  environments.  We  have  frequently 
caught  fish  immediately  outside  our  dining  room  in  a 
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mountain  brook.  Literally  from  factory  to  consumer. 
We  have  cast  flies  for  fish  along  these  same  mountain  rivers. 
But  casting  flies  and  catching  fish  are  not  always  synono- 
mous !  The  sport  is  there  just  the  same  and  always  per¬ 
fect  views.  The  rivers  are  a  bit  cold  for  swimming,  seldom 
deep  enough  for  real  swimming,  but  most  refreshing  and 
there  is  always  a  warm  sun  afterwards. 

We  took  two  days  to  motor  through  the  Yellowstone, 
which  of  course  is  most  interesting  with  all  its  wierd,  hot 
phenomona.  The  canyon,  of  course,  is  gorgeous  with  its 
marvelous  colors. 

I  expect  to  report  for  duty  at  about  four  o'clock  on 
the  third  of  September.  I  hope  this  unscheduled  vagabond 
life  has  not  entirely  spoiled  me  for  the  most  scheduled 
existence  in  the  world.  It  has  given  me  a  great  deal  of 
pep  and  energy  and  good  health  so  I  may  be  ready  to 
cope  with  the  forty-five.  I  hope  you  are  well  after  your 
trip.  I  shall  certainly  hate  to  see  the  end  of  this  trip  but 
will  be  glad  to  see  you  all  again. 


From  Mrs.  W.  Leroy  Broun  (Gwendolyn  Green,  T9) 

June  5,  1925. 

I  am  writing  to  propose  another  prospective  candidate 
for  our  training  school,  submitting  her  qualifications  for 
your  approval. 

Miss  Annie  Bye,  from  Guelph,  a  post-graduate  from 
P.  H.,  and  I  believe  a  friend  of  Miss  Davies,  has  just 
spent  several  days  with  me  and  is  on  her  way  back  to  New 
York. 

Of  course  you  have  had  an  announcement  from  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Graham  T.  Evans  (nee  Laureda  McAndrew,  M9), 
25  Cornish  Road,  Toronto,  of  the  birth  of  John  Graham 
Evans  on  April  twenty-first,  1925.  It  was  a  right  jolly 
surprise  to  us. 

Through  my  husband,  I  have  quite  some  access  to 
shipping  circles  and  would  be  terribly  pleased  to  meet  and 
entertain,  in  our  modest  way,  any  of  your  friends  calling 
at  our  port.  I  am  just  so  sorry  I  did  not  know  Miss 
Ackerman  and  Miss  Barton  were  on  the  S.  S.  Belgenland 
in  February. 
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We  are  enclosing  our  check  for  the  Building  Campaign. 
With  it  goes  our  great  hopes  and  wishes  for  success  in 
the  wonderful  Medical  Center. 

With  my  kind  regard  to  Miss  Penland,  Miss  Cooley 
and  Miss  Thomas. 

From  Ellen  R.  Wheeler  ’20 

Perugia,  Italy, 

April  2,  1925. 

I  am  glad  to  be  able  to  write  you  of  good  news  from 
Taormina,  as  it  looked  for  a  while  as  though  it  would  be 
otherwise.  We  happened  to  be  there  during  a  very 
desperate  illness  of  Miss  Jessie  Ranken’s — so  desperate,  in 
fact,  that  her  life  was  several  times  despaired  of.  It  seems 
that  a  hernia  which  she  had,  became  strangulated,  making 
an  operation  imperative.  They  think  the  old  condition  was 
aggravated  by  her  having  picked  a  bunch  of  violets  one 
afternoon,  as  she  became  fascinated  by  the  blossoms  and 
leaned  down  (109  times  I  believe)  to  pluck  them.  The 
English  doctor  whom  they  had,  called  in,  an  Italian  surgeon, 
from  Catania,  another  town  in  Sicily,  and  as  her  only  pos¬ 
sible  chance  was  through  an  immediate  operation,  he  per¬ 
formed  it  in  the  middle  of  one  night.  I  did  not  know  about 
it  at  the  time,  or  should  have  been  on  hand,  at  least  to 
see  that  water  was  boiled.  I  was  given  graphic  descrip¬ 
tions  of  that  night,  with  Miss  Weatherston  ’01  the  chief 
factor  in  the  preparations,  the  great  physical  inconveniences 
to  be  put  up  with,  and  the  obstacle  of  the  difference  in 
language.  A  room  in  an  Italian  villa  offers  little  in  the 
way  of  an  operating  room,  except  its  tile  floor  and  general 
bareness.  They  prepared  one  completely  and  when  it  could 
not  be  made  warm  enough  it  was  dismantled  and  another 
gotten  ready,  which  in  the  end  was  no  better.  All  the  water 
had  to  be  carried  up  from  the  basement  and  down  there 
only  one  tap  of  cold  water  and  a  very  inadequate  two  burner 
stove  for  all  heating  and  boiling,  presided  over  by  the  one 
retainer,  a  wildly  excited  gesticulating  Italian  cook. 

The  distances  in  the  Villa  Diodors  made  it  difficult,  for 
the  place  is  ordinarily  a  hotel  and  there  were  empty  rooms 
and  long  corridors  and  flights  of  marble  stairs  to  be 
traversed,  every  step  resounding  and  re-echoing.  When 
they  were  about  to  operate,  at  midnight,  the  already  poor 
electric  light,  began  to  waver  and  flicker  and  go  out,  so 
candles  had  to  be  provided.  The  operation  itself,  done 
entirely  under  local  anaesthetic  took  over  two  hours,  for 
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there  were  adhesions  and  knotted  veins,  and  the  big  com¬ 
plication  of  Miss  Ranken  being  a  bleeder.  They  really  did 
not  expect  her  to  survive  the  ordeal  but  she  did  and  that  was 
the  one  hopeful  factor  that  they  held  out  after  it  was  over 
— if  she  had  lived  through  that,  she  might  recover.  It  was 
extraordinary,  for  several  times  we  thought  she  was  actually 
going.  She  lost  quantities  of  blood — I  can  say  quarts  with¬ 
out  exaggeration.  All  the  symptoms  of  internal  hemorrhage 
would  appear  and  then  she  would  vomit  and  vomit  large 
amounts  of  blood,  or  lose  it  all  by  rectum  and  how  there 
was  any  left  I  don’t  see.  A  small  amount  of  fluid  was  re¬ 
placed  by  hypodermic  or  by  proctoclysis,  but  any  given  by 
mouth  immediately  brought  on  vomiting,  so  it  could  not 
be  continued.  It  was  really  all  ghastly  and  frightful  but 
somehow  the  condition  subsided  and  she  is  now  taking 
food  and  on  the  road  to  recovery,  Miss  Weatherston  writes. 

Everyone  appeared  perfectly  devoted  to  Miss  Ranken 
aqd  she  was  indeed  a  wonderful  patient.  Not  many  would 
have  pulled  through  what  she  did.  None  of  the  household 
closed  their  eyes  for  about  five  nights,  I  think  it  was.  Gio¬ 
vanni  was  always  on  hand  to  interpret  for  the  doctors  and 
at  one  sinking  spell  he  went  in  his  Ford  for  the  surgeon, 
a  five  hour  drive  over  Sicilian  roads,  coming  back  with  him 
at  two  in  the  morning.  It  was  after  that  she  really  began 
to  hold  her  own  and  from  pure  exhaustion,  the  others  slept 
and  I  stayed  on  duty  till  morning.  Two  other  nights  I  had 
spent  there,  but  only  to  be  on  hand,  and  I  felt  useless  and 
helpless. 

There  was,  supposedly  in  charge  of  the  case,  one  of 
Dr.  Muscatello’s  assistants,  a  young  doctor  who  stayed  in 
the  house  and  whose  tasks  with  our  customs  would  have 
been  the  nurse’s.  It  was  disconcerting  to  stand  by  and  see 
things  uncleanly  and  clumsily  done,  but  Miss  Ranken 
seemed  to  like  the  man  and  have  confidence  in  him  and 
was  too  ill  most  of  the  time  to  take  note  of  anything.  Dr. 
Muscatello  himself  was  like  a  movie  character,  with  black 
hair  and  beard,  speaking  very  broken  English  and  talking, 
Italian  fashion,  with  his  hands,  and  he  showed  with  delight, 
while  doing  the  dressing,  that  he  touched  nothing  with  his 
fingers,  only  with  the  forceps.  Miss  Weatherston  says  he 
is  a  magnificent  operator.  I  believe  the  wound  is  being 
kept  open  for  several  weeks,  as  they  said  that  gangrene  had 
set  in  prior  to  the  operation,  though  it  was  beautifully  clean 
when  I  saw  it. 
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It  was  all  quite  an  experience,  and  I  have  made  friends 
through  it — the  Rankens  and  Bambarras  and  Miss  Weather- 
ston  and  her  sister  and  brother-in-law,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bain, 
from  Winnipeg.  They  were  visiting  there  through  the  per¬ 
formance  and  I  saw  a  great  deal  of  them  there,  and  later  in 
Naples  and  Rome.  Mrs.  Bain  is  Miss  Young’s  cousin, 
though  she  has  never  seen  her.  I  will  take  her  up  to  the 
hospital  some  day  after  the  first  of  May,  when  we  will  both 
be  in  New  York.  It  may  be  about  the  time  of  graduation. 

As  for  Villa  Diodors,  it  is  a  most  beautiful  spot — one 
of  the  most  commanding  situations  in  Taormina,  we 
thought.  The  garden  is  perfectly  lovely  and  I  think  Miss 
Weatherston  takes  almost  the  entire  care  of  it.  There  are 
banks  and  banks  of  flowers.  The  view  of  Etna  is  magnifi- 
cient.  The  Bambarras  are  to  add  another  story  to  their 
house,  where  the  Misses  Ranken  and  Miss  Weatherston 
will  live  and  have  it  all  to  themselves  when  the  pension 
opens  again.  At  present  they  rent  the  whole  thing,  though 
they  do  not  use  it  all.  When  I  first  went  through  it,  I 
said  I  knew  a  nurse  had  had  something  to  do  with  the  care 
of  it,  for  it  was  so  clean  and  in  such  order. 

We  have  just  spent  a  busy  week  in  Rome  and  we  had 
a  delightful  tea  with  Mrs.  Lowrie  one  afternoon.  We  are 
now  on  the  way  to  Florence  where  we  shall  be  about  a 
week,  then  on  to  Venice,  and  I’ll  go  up  to  Paris  and  sail  for 
home  April  25th,  on  the  Berengeria.  I  am  always  so  glad 
to  get  home. 

All  the  campaign  literature  is  following  me  over  here 
and  I  am  wondering  how  it  is  progressing.  I  think  I  have 
one  thing  to  lay  up  against  that  campaign — that  is  my 
seasickness  after  the  banquet  in  New  York. 

Sunny  Italy  is  largely  a  myth  at  this  time  of  year,  for 
many  days  are  dark  and  dull  and  dreary  and  we  often  really 
suffer  from  the  cold.  The  rigors  of  travel  do  not  dampen 
our  ardour  however,  and  we  can  enjoy  everything. 
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ASSOCIATION  D’HYGIENE  SOCIALE  DE  I/AISNE 
Bulletin — February — March,  1925 

Gradually  the  winter  is  slipping  away  and  we  are  hop¬ 
ing  that  brighter  days  are  in  store  for  us,  and  now  we  are 
thinking  of  vacations  and  Baby  shows  once  more. 

Annual  Meeting. 

The  principal  event  of  the  month  of  February  was  our 
first  annual  meeting  and  it  was  a  great  encouragement  to 
us  to  see  the  number  of  people  who  turned  out  to  attend 
a  meeting  which  is  full  of  interest  to  us,  but  which  must  be 
more  or  less  dull  for  the  general  public,  because  after  all 
it  is  simply  an  account  giving  statistics  and  facts  which, 
for  those  of  us  who  know  the  details  of  the  work  paint  a 
vivid  picture,  but  for  those  who  only  hear  about  it,  it  is 
not  the  same  thing. 

Several  people  made  impromptu  speeches,  and  there 
was  no  doubt  at  all  of  the  interest  and  the  willingness  to 
help  of  all  those  present. 

Extension. 

Scarcely  a  week  passes  that  we  do  not  have  a  request 
from  some  quarter  to  extend  our  work  to  another  section. 
Naturally  we  would  be  glad  to  do  so  if  we  could,  but 
many  things  have  to  be  considered,  principally  the  money 
question. 

A  little  town,  surrounded  by  villages,  at  about  20  miles 
from  Soissons  is  most  anxious  for  our  service.  One  in¬ 
habitant  has  offered  10,000  frs.  and  the  town  authorities 
have  agreed  to  vote  a  subsidy ;  another  has  offered  quarters 
for  living  and  health  center. 

Naturally  with  so  much  co-operation  promised,  we 
will  do  our  best  to  extend  in  this  direction. 

In  another  corner  of  the  Aisne  a  group  of  farmers  have 
promised  to  find  a  house  suitable  to  the  needs  of  a  health 
service,  to  buy  a  little  car,  and  to  be  responsible  for  half 
the  expenses  of  a  visiting  nurse  service. 

Here  also  we  hope  to  extend  before  long,  but  it  seems 
absurd  to  talk  of  growing  when  we  have  not  yet  enough 
money  to  assure  the  service  already  organized. 

What  is  one  to  do,  when  the  need  is  so  great  and  the 
desire  for  a  generalized  Public  Health  Nursing  Service  so 
real  ? 
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Future  Nurses. 

A  very  interesting  development  in  connection  with 
our  Public  Health  Service  in  the  Aisne  has  been  the  desire 
of  the  young  English  and  Americans  who  drive  for  us,  to 
become  Nurses.  We  never  urge  them  to  do  so,  but  they 
come,  they  see  and  they  decide  for  themselves.  The  fol¬ 
lowing  is  our  record  up-to-date  of  chauffeuses  who  are  tak¬ 
ing  their  Nurse’s  training:  3  at  Johns  Hopkins  Hospital, 
Baltimore;  3  at  the  University  College  Hospital,  London; 
2  at  Walter  Reed,  Washington;  1  at  the  American  Hos¬ 
pital,  Paris;  and  1  (French)  at  Melle  de  Joannis’  School  in 
Paris. 

The  two  latest  recruits  are  Miss  King  who  directed  our 
motor-service  in  1924  and  Miss  Saul  who  had  been  with  us 
for  2  years. 

We  are  sorry  to  loose  them  but  we  are  very  happy  in¬ 
deed  to  see  them  enter  the  profession  which  is  so  full  of 
usefulness  and  interest  and  to  which,  without  any  doubt, 
they  will  be  an  addition. 

Internationals. 

We  have  often  spoken  about  the  International  Students 
of  the  League  of  Red  Cross  at  Bedford  College,  London. 
We  feel  as  if  they  belonged  to  us  a  little  bit  because  each 
class  comes  to  stay  with  us  in  the  Aisne  for  a  short  time, 
to  study  our  work.  During  the  month  of  March,  the  Di- 
rectrice  of  our  Association  went  to  London,  at  the  request 
of  the  League  to  give  two  lectures  to  the  students  at  Bed¬ 
ford  College :  one  on  “The  organization  of  a  Generalized 
Public  Health  Service”  and  the  second  on  “Records  and 
Statistics.” 

The  students  were  a  very  keen  group  and  their  evident 
interest  made  lecturing  to  them  a  pleasure. 

We  are  expecting  them  to  pay  us  a  visit  very  shortly 
in  the  Aisne. 

Visitors. 

First  and  formost  amongst  our  visitors  is  Melle 
Moulin,  Directrice  of  the  Aide  Suisse  anx  Enfants  de 
France,  which  was  originally  a  branch  of  the  American 
Committee.  Melle  Moulin’s  visits  are  too  few  and  far  be¬ 
tween,  but  we  were  glad  to  see  her;  she  brought  us  news 
of  many  of  our  children  in  Switzerland  for  whom  she  is 
caring,  and  she  told  us  of  a  plan  for  a  sanatorium  in  Savoy 
which  seems  exceedingly  promising  and  to  the  realization 
of  which  we  are  looking  forward  with  impatience. 
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We  have  also  received  a  visit  of  several  days  from  two 
Belgium  Nurses  who  had  heard  about  our  work  and  wanted 
to  study  it  at  closer  hand. 

Perhaps  some  day,  we  shall  be  organized  so  that  we 
may  really  give  a  course  on  generalized  Public  Health 
Nursing  to  Nurses  and  students  who  would  think  it  worth 
while.  But  there  is  always  the  big  question  of  expenses 
to  be  considered  and  perhaps  the  little  girl  was  not  so  far 
wrong  who  wrote  a  composition  on  money  and  said : 
“Money  is  the  root  of  all  good  as  well  as  all  evil.” 

This  little  Bulletin  takes  you  our  Easter  greetings  and 
asks  you  to  think  of  us  in  one  way  or  another. 

ASSOCIATION  D’HYGIENE  SOCIALE  DE  I/AISNE 

Bulletin,  May,  1925 

This  has  been  a  typical  April  in  the  Aisne.  We  have 
had  sunshine  and  showers,  cold  and  heat,  most  unex¬ 
pectedly,  but  somehow  Old  Mother  Nature  continues  to  ac¬ 
complish  her  daily  round  and  the  flowers  are  in  bloom,  and 
the  trees  are  in  leaf  and  we  feel  more  cheerful  accordingly, 

Internationals : 

We  told  you  last  month  that  we  expected  a  group  of 
international  students  from  Bedford  College,  London.  They 
have  come,  and  gone,  and  have  left  behind  them  pleasant 
memories,  and  a  distinct  feeling  that  we  are  not  alone  in 
the  difficulties  which  are  bound  to  occur  in  organizing 
Public  Health  work.  It  sometimes  helps  to  know  that 
others  have  a  much  harder  time. 

This  time  our  Nurses  came  from  Siam,  New  Zealand, 
Latvia,  Paraguay,  Scheco-slovakia,  and  Norway. 

Would  you  like  to  hear  what  some  of  them  wrote  in 
our  Visitors’  book? 

“A  splendid  work,  well  organized  with  a  great  spirit 
of  co-operation,  will  do  much  to  help  me  with  the  work  in 
my  own  country.” 

“The  time  I  spent  at  Soissons  gave  me  more  experience 
than  many  years  of  theoretical  studies.  I  am  very  thankful 
I  had  this  opportunity  to  see  the  most  human  work  carried 
on  by  the  enthusiastic  Nurses  who  have  high  ideals  of  life.” 

“It  will  always  be  joy  to  recall  my  days  with  Association. 
This  time  has  been  a  beautiful  combination  of  real  en¬ 
couragement,  great  interest  and  most  useful  learning.” 

Building  for  the  future. 
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There  is  probably  little  or  no  precedent  for  conditions 
such  as  we  have  here  in  the  Aisne.  Very  few  organiza¬ 
tions  suddenly  find  themselves  in  the  position  of  having 
the  assured  income  of  only  a  quarter  of  their  expenses,  and 
in  devastated  France,  where  the  conditions  are  still  very 
difficult  the  situation  is  even  more  unusual. 

The  American  Committee  in  turning  over  to  the 
French  their  Service  d’Hygiene,  were  very  generous  in 
giving  a  foundation  fund  of  two  million  francs ;  and  dur¬ 
ing  the  first  year  of  our  organization,  while  we  were  try¬ 
ing  to  obtain  subsidies  they  again  came  to  our  aid  in  order 
to  see  us  over  this  difficult  period. 

And  now  in  the  second  year  of  our  organization,  we 
have  reached  the  point  where  we  are  assured  of  an  in¬ 
come  of  a  little  over  a  half  of  our  expenses,  and  as  we 
have  at  last  fulfilled  all  the  legal  obligations  (which  are 
complicated  in  France),  we  are  in  a  position  to  raise  money 
in  various  ways  which  we  were  not  allowed  to  do  in  our 
first  year. 

If  some  of  us  had  looked  ahead  better,  we  probably 
could  have  made  better  arrangements,  for  the  American 
Committee  was  always  ready  to  consider  constructive 
ideas ;  and  now  we  realize  that  it  would  have  been  wiser 
to  have  suggested  to  the  Committee  a  more  gradual  turn¬ 
ing  over  of  the  work,  such  as  for  instance,  that  for  the  first 
year  we  be  assured  of  three  quarters  of  our  expenses,  the 
second  year  one  half,  and  the  third  year  we  could  have 
managed  with  the  quarter  of  our  expenses,  or  in  other 
words,  with  the  interest  of  our  foundation  fund. 

As  the  children  say  :  “We  bit  off  too  big  a  piece  of  cake,” 
but  we  are  all  doing  our  best  now  not  to  have  to  reduce 
the  service,  because  every  bit  of  it  is  so  necessary  and 
worth  while,  but  of  course  we  may  have  to  do  so,  for  there 
is  another  adage  which  says  “You  must  cut  your  coat  to  fit 
your  cloth.” 

At  present  we  are  working  on  a  scheme  to  obtain 
regular  subsidies  from  all  the  industrials  and  all  the  large 
farmers  in  our  section,  and  we  are  having  wonderful  suc¬ 
cess.  Already  12  factories  and  25  farms  are  giving  us  a 
subsidy  based  on  the  salaries  paid,  and  the  possibilities 
in  this  direction  are  still  very  big. 

In  the  last  three  years  we  have  had  hundreds  of  visits 
from  Nurses  from  all  over  the  world,  and  they  have  all 
been  so  appreciative  that  we  have  often  wondered  whether 
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our  service  in  the  Aisne  could  not  serve  as  a  sort  of  school 
for  the  Nurses  who  wish  to  specialize  in  Public  Health 
Nursing.  And  now  the  same  idea  has  occured  to  the 
Governor  of  the  State  and  to  the  Minister  of  Health,  and 
we  are  expecting  the  visit  of  the  representative  of  the 
Ministry  to  study  our  work  with  this  end  in  view. 

Here  again,  we  will  receive  a  subsidy  from  the  State 
if  the  plan  is  accepted. 

Then  too,  the  city  and  rural  authorities  have  realized 
that  because  of  our  service  they  have  much  less  money  to 
spend  out  for  care  in  the  hospital  and  for  illness  of  all  kinds 
and  the  Governor  of  the  State  is  discussing  at  the  present 
moment  with  the  representatives  of  these  various  com¬ 
munities  a  plan  to  give  us  a  subsidy,  because  they  believe 
that  “prevention  is  better  than  cure.” 

So  you  see,  though  we  are  passing  through  an  exceed¬ 
ingly  difficult  period,  the  prospects  are  good  and  it  looks 
as  if  it  were  all  worth  while. 

Sous-Comites. 

The  latest  addition  to  our  list  of  sous-comites  is  that 
of  the  village  of  Mercin,  where  we  had  an  enthusiastic 
inaugeration  two  weeks  ago. 

It  does  your  heart  good  to  see  how  the  people  we  have 
worked  with,  understand  and  want  to  carry  on. 

Bordeaux. 

Every  one  who  has  ever  had  anything  to  do  with  the 
Service  d’Hygiene  of  the  American  Committee  has  heard 
of  the  Bordeaux  School  and  Dr.  Hamilton,  and  we  have 
both  good  and  bad  news  to  give  them  in  this  direction. 

Dr.  Hamilton  has  met  with  an  accident  which  will 
incapacitate  her  for  several  months.  She  slipped  coming 
down  the  stairs  and  broke  her  leg  very  badly ;  and  as  a  re¬ 
sult  of  the  shock  had  a  heart  attack  which  was  very 
serious. 

Now  however,  we  are  glad  to  report  that  she  is  doing 
well  and  is  resigned  to  her  inactivity.  We  are  hoping 
that  while  she  cannot  move  about  very  much,  she  will 
make  up  her  mind  to  write  her  souvenirs  of  “Nursing  in 
France,”  which  would  be  so  precious  to  future  generations. 

On.  the  26th  of  April,  the  Annual  Meeting  of  the  Hos¬ 
pital  and  School  was  held  in  Bordeaux  and  was  presided 
by  Miss  Walker,  representing  the  American  Nurses. 

The  new  hospital  buildings  are  progressing  very  fast 
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and  the  town  of  Bordeaux  has  given  100,000  frs.  toward 
their  completion.  We  feel  sure  that  the  end  is  in  sight 
and  that  Bagatelle  will  be  as  fine  an  example  of  hospital 
and  training  school  combined,  as  can  be  found  anywhere. 

News  of  the  Staff. 

Melle  Bravaix  has  returned  to  duty,  having  gained  three 
kilos  and  looking  very  well  indeed. 

Melle  H.  Vurpillot  writes  that  she  is  feeling  much 
better  but  that  she  still  has  to  take  care  of  herself  and  can¬ 
not  consider  work  for  the  present. 

Melle  Dumon  is  making  slow  progress,  but  she  never 
looses  her  interest  in  what  we  are  doing  in  the  Aisne. 

Sometimes  our  friends  tell  us  that  they  like  to  get  the 
Bulletin,  but  there  are  others  that  we  never  hear  from. 

Please  send  us  a  post  card  to  say  whether  you  would 
like  us  to  continue  to  send  you  our  news.  It  will  help  us 
“to  carry  on.” 


From  Elizabeth  M.  Phillips  *08 

The  Valley  Ranch, 

Valley,  Wyoming, 

via  Cody. 

Congratulations  on  developing  and  graduating  such  a 
wonderful  class!  You  should  be  very  proud  and  happy  and 
I  sincerely  hope  you  are.  To  me  away  off  here  its  all  very 
wonderful,  what  you  and  the  Alumnae  under  Miss  Max¬ 
well’s  leadership  are  doing  back  there ! 

I  hope  you  will  add  my  donation  of  last  week  to  the 
Anabel  Roberts  Fund.  Nearly  every  day  I  read  in  the 
paper  about  the  drive  and  am  very  keen  on  it. 

Spring  has  come  in  Wyoming  and  it  is  very  beautiful — 
flowers  everywhere,  little  wild  bluebells  and  lilies  all 
around  my  cabin  and  a  delightful  little  brook  that  sings  me 
to  sleep  every  night!  I  wish  you  could  enjoy  the  peace  of 
it  as  I  do. 
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From  Helen  Gillespie,  ’18 

Well,  1  surely  am  glad  you  dropped  in  as  I’ve  spent  a 
most  harrowing  day  hunting  criminals  and,  as  might  be  ex¬ 
pected,  it’s  got  on  my  nerves  terribly.  You  know  my  nerves 
always  were  bad  but  when  I  went  in  training  they  grew 
steadily  worse.  Oh  !  yes,  it’s  terrible  to  suffer  so  constantly 
with  nerves,  I  really  don’t  know  what  I’d  do  without  them 
in  between  times  when  nothing  more  terrible  is  being  visited 
upon  me. 

There,  that  word  “visited”  brings  me  back  to  what  I 
intended  telling  you.  I  do  digress  so  from  the  topic  it 
worries  me  a  great  deal.  Sometimes  I  wake  up  in  terror 
in  the  middle  of  the  night.  Nights  are  perfectly  awful  for 
me — so  sleepless  especially  if  I  drink  more  than  three  cups 
of  coffee  before  I  go  to  bed  but  as  I  said  sometimes  I  am 
terrified  for  fear  I  am  losing  my  mind.  I  do  wander  so 
from  the  subject  and  you  know  that  people  who  are  highly 
intellectual  and  brainy  do  go  insane.  It  does  worry  me  so 
much. 

“Worry”  now  that  reminds  me.  I  was  about  to  tell  you 
what  has  worried  me  so  lately. 

After  this  last  most  anguishing  experience  I  made  up 
my  mind  as  soon  as  I  returned  home  I’d  look  up  “the 
fathers.”  Well,  my  dear,  I  have  dug  up  all  the  old  daguer¬ 
reotypes  I  could  find.  I  followed  both  sides  and  I  didn’t 
leave  a  loophole  for  escape.  I  looked  up  the  “mothers”  as 
well  as  the  “fathers,”  the  grands,  the  great  grands,  the  very 
great  grands  and  the  most  excellent  grands,  even  past  the 
fourth  generation  too.  I  went  right  through  the  sixth  to 
be  sure,  and  a  more  unprepossessing  bunch  you  never  saw. 
that  is  bearing  'in  mind,  my  dear,  I  was  looking  for  crim¬ 
inals  only.  Either  the  photographers  were  Masters  of  the 
Art  or  the  criminal  had  a  friend  to  pose  for  him.  They 
all  looked  so  like  Boston  if  you  know  what  I  mean.  Unless 
pride  was  the  deadly  sin  in  those  days  I  am  at  a  loss  even 
now. 

Anyway  I’ve  guarded  against  having  any  more  visited 
upon  me.  Eet  the  rest  of  the  family  have  a  turn  at  “The 
sins  of  the  fathers,”  say  I.  I  shall  not  be  at  home  if  any 
more  come  along.  Until  this  last  trouble  I  had  been  re¬ 
signed,  but  now  I  have  resigned. 

Your  training  ends  this  spring,  doesn’t  it?  I  am  so  glad 
we  can  have  a  nice  chat  now,  for  from  my  experience  in  the 


THE  QUARTERLY  MAGAZINE 


23 


hospital  this  time  I  have  learned  much  which  will  help 
you  I’m  sure.  It’s  the  private  duty  after  you  finish  which 
counts  and  one  is  so  alone  with  their  battles  and  battles 
waged  in  the  T.  S.  O.  with  you  as  victim  won’t  help  you — 
far  too  drastic  my  dear.  Oh!  far.  To  get  on  with  my  storv, 
when  I  was  sent  here  about  a  year  ago  the  dear  doctor  told 
me  I  had  T.  B.  He  meant  Tuberculosis  but  when  I  came 
here  I  realized  T.  B.  up  here  means  anything  from  “too  bad” 
to  “twenty  bucks” — it  all  depends  on  who  says  it. 

Just  when  I  was  getting  on  beautifully  and  was  filled 
with  hopes  of  getting  back  I  began  to  fail,  not  rapidly  but 
steadily.  As  a  last  resort  I  was  to  have  Barium  X-ray  to 
see  if  I  had  T.  B.  intestines.  I  wrote  a  poem  about  the  X-ray 
and  ensuing  events  which  you  must  remind  me  to  tell  you 
before  you  leave.  Well,  Friday  and  Saturday  I  went  up 
for  X-ray.  Barium  is  a  terrible  thing.  After  taking  it  one 
feels  like  a  mongrel ;  a  sort  of  cross  between  a  cement 
mixer  and  a  starving  Armenian ;  however,  that  feeling 
passes. 

On  Monday  I  was  to  go  to  hear  the  results.  I  never 
went.  At  one  A.  M.  Monday  I  had  a  terrible  pain,  at  one- 
thirty  I  had  two,  at  two  I  had  several  and  so  on  until  day¬ 
light  when  all  these  different  pains  had  incorporated  and 
I  had  one  very  large  one. 

The  local  medico  came  in  the  morning  and  said  “Ap¬ 
pendicitis,  freeze  it”  and  we  did  so.  My  own  medico  came 
towards  evening  and  said  “Appendicitis,  freeze  it.”  We  con¬ 
tinued  to,  and  let  me  say  right  here  Mr.  Cobb  was  crazy 
when  he  made  the  statement  that  no  appendicitis  pain  settled 
down  to  do  light  housekeeping.  I’m  here,  thanks  to  sur¬ 
gery,  to  tell  the  world  one  appendicitis  pain  not  only  settled 
down  to  do  light  housekeeping  but  bought  up  the  surround¬ 
ing  territory  and  started  a  large  and  thriving  boiler  fac¬ 
tory  running  to  capacity  with  day  and  night  shifts  from  the 
start. 

The  next  morning  the  local  and  my  medico  brought 
in  a  surgeon  who  took  one  look  and,  in  dignified  but  patron¬ 
izing  tones,  gave  the  verdict  we  were  all  so  anxiously  wait¬ 
ing  for.  Quoth  he,  “I  am  strongly  inclined  to  believe  it  is 
appendicites,  freeze  it,”  which  was  my  cue  to  do  the  G.  G., 
that  is  to  grab  the  ice  bag  again  and  groan,  also  again  while 
they  filed  solemnly  forth  to  their  various  duties. 

Soon  after  their  exit  my  temp,  began  to  rise  When  I  first 
noticed  it,  it  was  hovering  around  the  top  of  the  bedposts. 
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The  next  jump  took  it  to  the  picture  molding  and  I  began 
to  worry.  By  the  time  it  hit  the  ceiling  the  family  was  dash¬ 
ing  about  frantically  trying  to  locate  at  least  one  M.D.  and 
as  is  the  usual  case  located  all  three  at  once. 

Their  team  work  was  a  thing  to  marvel  at  and  1  am 
sure  I  should  have,  had  my  temp,  not  been  so  high.  By 
then  I  was  positively  steaming.  The  local  man  nego¬ 
tiated  with  a  neighboring  junk  dealer  to  cart  me  in  to  the 
hospital,  while  the  other  two  rushed  to  the  hospital  to  grind 
the  knives  and  thread  the  needles. 

Once  on  the  way  up  an  old  fellow  called  us  to  a  halt, 
in  our  mad  career,  and  puffed  up  and  shreiked,  “Hey  ye 
derned  fool  doncha  know  ye  aint  got  no  water  in  your  radi¬ 
ator,  she’s  steamin’?  My  junk  dealer  jammed  in  his  clutch 
and  was  well  on  his  way  again  before  he  yelled  back,  “Nah, 
’taint — passengers  got  a  tempetcher,  thas  all.” 

Well,  my  dear,  it  was  so  exciting.  We  got  there  just 
barely  in  time  for  the  operation  and  I  wouldn’t  have  missed 
it  for  the  world. 

The  next  thing  I  knew  I  was  just  awakening  from  a 
lovely  sleep.  Then  it  came  to  me  something  was  bothering 
me.  It  was  a  warm,  disagreeably  damp  weight  on  my  fore¬ 
head  and  a  very  pungent  odor.  “Styx,”  I  breathed.  “She’s 
coming  to,”  said  an  unknown  voice  on  my  left.  “She’s 
crazy,”  wailed  my  mother  on  my  left.  “I  always  know  it,” 
I  said  referring  to  the  perfume.  I  decided  there  was  at 
least  a  quart  of  it.  “Oh,  oh,”  lamented  my  mother.  “She 
admits  it,  she  has  some  sense  anyway,”  so  I  gave  up  hope 
of  making  them  understand  and  silently  went  to  figuring 
on  that  weight  on  my  frontal  bone.  Just  then  it  moved 
and  I  recognized  it  as  a  hand  but  who,  I  wondered,  could 
have  left  a  hand  around  there  that  weighed  so  much. 

I  turned  towards  the  unknown  voice,  and  was  thrilled 
to  the  core,  I  had  a  private  nurse.  Now  I  knew  I’d  have 
the  best  of  care  and  no  worries.  To  start  off  I  was  going 
to  have  her  mop  up  that  perfume.  I  was  sure  there  was 
a  gallon,  and  return  that  iron  hand  to  whomever  it  be¬ 
longed.  And  then  my  heart  sank.  The  perfume  was  on 
her  and  it  was  her  hand  on  my  aching  brow.  She  was  very 
tiny  though,  so  how  could  it  be  so  heavy? 

One  is  not  in  a  fit  mental  condition  to  solve  mysteries 
just  after  an  operation,*  but  suddenly  a  horrible  thought 
came  to  me  and  I  turned  my  head.  “I’m  here,  mother,”  I 
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informed  her  and  I  guess  she  was  glad  to  hear  it,  as  she  did 
as  I  hoped  she  would.  She  clambered  upon  her  chair, 
the  head  and  foot  of  my  bed  were  elevated  and  you  know 
how  short  she  is,  so  she  could  lean  over  and  kiss  me.  As 
she  did  so  I  whispered,  “Drop  your  hankie  and  see  if  she  has 
either  foot  on  the  floor ;  from  the  weight  I  think  I  am  her 
one  and  only  support.”  She  did  and  she  had,  but  the  situa¬ 
tion  was  finally  relieved  by  some  flowers  coming,  and  then 
the  sweet  thing  had  to  go  to  supper.  As  soon  as  she  had 
gone  I  said,  “Mother,  did  you  ever  own  a  crown?” 

“No,  dear,”  very  soothingly. 

“Well,”  I  sighed,  “I  want  one,  I  want  one  with  sharp 
points  on  it  and  I’d  like  to  put  it  right  on  before  she  gets 
back;  stars  are  pointed,  all  points,  buy  me  one  with  stars 

_ yy 

on. 

“Oh,  dear  Lord,  where’s  the  bell?”  wailed  mother.  “Do 
you  feel  worse?  How  do  you  feel?” 

“Don’t  call  her  back,”  I  yelped,  “I  feel  all  right,  much 
better,  my  head  feels  so  nice  and  light,  the  weight  all  gone 
and  all  that,  you  know.” 

Mother’s  only  response  was  gasps  and  gulps  so  that  I 
thought  a  reply  was  unnecessary  and  it  was  weeks  before  I 
realized  she  knew  nothing  of  the  hand,  and  thought  I  was 
preparing  for  an  early  start  to  regions  unknown. 

Soon  mother  left  and  a  cot  was  brought  in  and  set  up, 
whereupon  I  learned  the  nurses  did  twenty-four  duty  and 
saw  an  advantage  in  that.  What  if  I  had  a  night  nurse 
too  who  floated  in  a  cheaper  more  odoriferous  brand  of 
scent.  It  was  even  too  much  just  to  imagine.  “Oh,  oh,” 
I  groaned  and  started  valiantly  though  painfully  forth  on 
the  unavoidable  routine  of  the  post-op  as  waves  of  nausea 
surged  over  me  most  successfully. 

In  the  middle  of  this  upheaval  my  ministering  angel, 
who  was  holding  my  head  in  the  most  approved  style, 
chirped  up,  “You  have  a  boyish  bob,  haven’t  you?  Did 
you  get  it  done  here ;  who  does  it?”  “Yes,  now — a  whoop — 
I  do  a  bla-blub-blub-blankey — oh — gollie,  whoop — the  blond- 
fellow,”  I  sputtered  and  sank  back  as  the  old  world  slipped 
back  to  normal  again. 

I  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief  and  shut  my  eyes  as  my  M.  A. 
returned,  “Would  you  mind  lifting  your  head  just  a  bit 
while  I  see  how  it  looks  in  the  back?”  she  asked,  lifting 
my  head  and  shoulders  up  by  a  firm  grip  on  the  back  of 
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my  neck.  “Yes,  I  like  the  looks  of  that  bob,"  she  said 
and  losing  all  interest  then  she  let  go  suddenly.  I  dropped 
back  like  a  sand  bag.  Here  I  was  three  hours  an  Op.  and  un¬ 
willingly  drumming  up  trade  for  my  barber. 

I  had  a  hyp.,  my  windows  were  raised  and  I  was  re¬ 
quested  to  sleep,  and  the  M.  A.  joined  the  gang  in  the  re¬ 
ception  room  to  sew  and  gossip.  About  ten  she  slipped 
in,  parked  her  teeth  behind  my  roses,  and  peered  at  me. 

“Athleep  ?” 

“No,”  I  said,  “will  you  put  the  pus-basin  near  me, 
please?” 

“There  it  ith,  but  you  better  go  to  thleep,”  she  said 
and  crawled  in  to  bed. 

Soon  she  was  sleeping  noisly.  I  became  nauseated, 
successfully  and  felt  better.  The  M.  A.  slept  uproarously. 
Three  cars  whirled  iup  to  the  hospital  dropping  “late- 
leavers.”  They  must  all  have  their  late  leaves  the  same 
night,  as  the  personnel  consists  of  three  “Heads”  and  four 
“Students.” 

The  assistant  superintendent  crawled  up  the  hill  taxi¬ 
less,  went  down  and  shook  the  furnace,  banked  it  up  for 
the  night,  and  creaked  wearily  up  to  the  second  floor,  where 
they  all  lived  and  the  boards  all  creaked. 

The  clock  in  the  town  hall  struck  twelve,  and  I  whistled, 
wheezed  and  hissed,  as  best  I  could,  what  I  remembered 
of  “taps”  as  my  belated  recognition  of  Armistice  Day. 

A  car  dashed  up  to  the  door  and  a  patient  was  admitted 
to  the  room  next  to  mine.  Misery  loves  company  especially 
in  the  night.  I  liked  this  patient  very  much,  she  was  in 
the  last  stages  of  labor.  I  became  nauseated  again  success¬ 
fully,  and  the  M.  A.  slept  uproarously.  I  was  afraid  she’d 
choke  herself,  so  the  nexf  time  my  neighbor  groaned  I 
yelped,  and  the  M.  A.  missed  a  notch  or  two  in  her  audible 
Chaine-Stokes,  so  at  each  groan  I  continued  to  yelp,  until 
the  desired  result  was  obtained.  The  M.  A.  sat  up  and 
listened  and  my  kind  neighbor  heaved  a  man-sized  groan, 
and  a  stretcher  rattled  up  the  hall.  The  M.  A.  sprang  up, 
did  a  replacement  act  on  my  bedside  table,  for  which  I  was 
thankful,  and  looked  at  me. 

“Aren’t  you  athleep?” 

“No.” 

“Have  you  been  athleep?” 

“Not  yet.” 
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“Well  you  need  thleep,  better  go  to  thleep  right  away, 
Pm  going  to  thee  if  I  can  help  outthide,”  and  out  she 
dashed  to  pop  in  again  and  grab  those  leering  teeth  from 
behind  my  flowers. 

It  was  a  long  time  before  the  stretcher  came  back. 
Then  I  heard  dishes  rattling  and  smelt  coffee.  I  realized  I 
was  very  thirsty  so  I  groped  about  until  I  found  a  glass 
of  water.  I  drank  a  little  experimentally,  it  was  fine,  so  1 
drank  quite  a  bit.  I  wished  I  hadn’t.  Then  the  M.  A.  re 
turned  and  crept  up  to  the  bed. 

“Aren’t  you  asleep  yet,  you  really  must  go  to  sleep, 
everything  has  quited  down  so  you  better  go  right  to  sleep, 
it’s  nearly  dawn.”  Whereupon  she  parked  her  teeth  again 
and  proceeded  almost  instantly  to  snore,  but  as  she  had 
said  it  was  nearly  dawn  for  which  I  was  duly  thankful 

The  next  morning  I  learned  that  I  was  very,  very  sick, 
that  it  was  a  wonder  I  had  lived  to  be  operated  upon  and 
that  I  had  just  pulled  through,  because  of  the  skill  of  the 
surgeon,  that  I  was  fairly  a  net  work  of  drains  and  was 
a  case  that  needed  expert  nursing  which  explained  the 
presence  of  my  informant,  to  wit,  the  M.  A.,  who  as  she 
talked  was  washing  and  rubbing,  twisting  and  tugging  and 
turning  me  about.  I  fairly  reeled  with  exhaustion.  She 
was  a  hustler  to  say  the  least.  At  eleven  I  was  clean  and 
helpless.  That’s  the  time  that  the  doctors  make  their  one 
trip  each  day,  up  the  hill  from  the  village  and  back  in  time 
for  lunch. 

Right  after  lunch  my  dear  M.  A.  left  for  her  time  off 
duty,  but  I  was  not  alone.  First  my  gas  pains  arrived  and 
then  mother.  The  pains  were  very  severe,  I  was  disgust¬ 
ingly  sick,  and  mother  was  terrified.  Thus  we  passed  the 
afternoon,  until  my  mother  wept  her  way  out  at  five-thirty. 
Soon  after  my  M.  A.  came  back. 

“My  dear,  you  should  have  been  to  the  movies,”  she 
gurgled,  “Oh  but  it  was  great,  and  I  got  a  boyish  bob  too, 
see,  is  it  like  yours?” 

“Erp — a-whoop — gimme  the  whosit,”  I  gurgled  back. 
“Oh  my  tummy,  my  pain,  my  head,  my  side,  my  gosh,”  I 
wailed,  and  thus  far  into  the  night  as  the  “Briggs”  say. 

A  mystery  I  have  still  to  solve  is  how  so  much  gas  and 
so  much  pain  could  occupy  so  small  a  space,  but  to  come 
to  think  of  it,  my  dear,  thin  as  I  am  the  space  was  enormous. 
My  poor  tummy  was  inflated  to  the  double  nth  degree.  I 
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don't  see  how  they  kept  me  in  bed.  I  was  like  unto  the 
“Shenandoah”  and  had  the  hospital  become  too  crowded  I 
could  have  been  moored  to  the  top  of  the  flag-pole  with  ease. 

There  was  no  neighborly  soul  to  groan  that  night  so 
finally  I  roused  the  M.  A.  and  informed  her  I  was  awake 
and  had  been  all  night,  and  had  a  fierce-awful  pain,  where¬ 
upon  she  remarked  it  was  natural  I  should  have  a  pain  the 
second  night  post  op.,  and  that  I  had  better  go  to  sleep, 
and  set  a  very  good  example.  Therefore  I  concluded  her 
presence  in  my  room  at  night  was  for  “snoral”  support 
only  as  it  were,  so  that  was  that,  and  the  second  night  also 
came  to  an  end. 

There's  one  thing  I  want  to  tell  you  right  now,  while 
I  think  of  it  though,  so  you  won't  be  fooled  when  you  get 
out.  You’ll  find  friends  coming  to  see  your  patient  will 
tell  her  of  their  awful  experiences  with  nurses  and  how 
hardened  we  all  become  to  suffering.  I  hated  to  think  that 
eventually  I  would  be  unsympathic  and  it  worried  me,  but 
I  know  I  am  not.  I  was  afraid  from  the  first  night  that  my 
poor  M.  A.  was  most  decidedly  so,  and  you  know  I  really  felt 
very  badly  about  it  for  her,  but  I  was  so  relieved  to  find 
out  positively  that  I  was  not,  that  her  treatment  of  me  was 
a  bit  more  bearable.  How  did  I  find  out?  Why,  very  sim¬ 
ply  my  dear,  all  the  time  I  was  in  there  I  could  have  burst 
into  tears  and  wept  buckets  at  the  slightest  encourage¬ 
ment.  Now  would  I  feel  thus,  I  ask  you,  if  I’d  become 
hardened.  Most  certainly  not.  At  least  I  can  be  thankful 
for  that. 

Well,  in  the  morning  I  found  the  day  before  was  to 
be  routine.  I  was  pummeled  spotless  by  eleven,  and  the 
doctors  came.  I  forgot  to  mention  the  specials  stand  at 
attention  while  the  doctors  call.  They  take  a  position  at 
the  head  of  the  patient's  bed,  assume  an  angelic  expression 
with  one  hand  on  the  patient’s  brow  and  there  they  lean 
until  the  procession  passes  on. 

After  lunch  the  M.  A.  departs  and  mother  and  the  gas 
pains  report  on.  Mother  leaves,  the  M.  A.  returns  and 
gives  a  lurid  report  of  the  movies  and  the  gas  pains  con¬ 
tinue  always  with  nausea  and  resulting  activities. 

The  only  break  in  our  routine  the  third  day  was  my 
first  dressing.  Being  in  a  sitting  position  I  could  observe 
the  field  of  action  sort  of  as  a  field  marshall  does'  I  suppose. 
They  had  told  me  there  were  drains  but  I  was  not  pre- 
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pared  for  the  extravagant  recklessness  which  confronted 
me  upon  the  removal  of  the  dressings.  All  I  could  think 
of  was  the  hasty  retreat  of  fire  companies  from  the  scene 
of  a  three  alarm  fire  leaving  half  their  apparatus.  The  net¬ 
work  was  appaling.  All  that  was  necessary  to  complete 
the  scene  was  to  rope  ofif  the  area  and  station  a  trooper  here 
and  there. 

The  fifth  P.  M.  I  was  still  suffering  from  gas  pains, 
nausea  and  lack  of  sleep,  and  I  guess  I  looked  a  total  loss.  I 
couldn't  talk  as  that  brought  on  disasterous  results  and  I 
was  also  very  short  of  breath,  so  mother  spent  the  afternoon 
weeping  silently  beside  me  and  finally  floated  out. 

Two  of  the  Heads  came  to  look  at  me,  and  later  in 
stalked  the  M.  A.  She  was  very  cross  and  slammed  about 
without  speaking  until  I  wanted  to  ask  her  to  go  away, 
but  I  didn't.  She  went  before  I  had  the  chance. 

She  returned  with  black  coffee  and  a  glass  tube  which 
she  dropped.  I  drank  the  coffee  and  found  I  had  cut  my 
lip.  She  had  given  me  the  broken  end  of  the  tube.  As  usual 
the  coffee  returned  to  reproach  me,  whereupon  she  was 
furious. 

“You  are  making  an  awful  fuss  over  a  little  operation," 
she  snapped,  and  flew  out  slamming  the  door.  “And  I 
learned  about  nurses  from  her,"  as  Kipling  failed  to  remark. 

1  didn't  see  her  again  until  she  came  in  to  go  to  bed  and 
threw  my  extra  blanket  over  me  and  parked  her  teeth  in 
passing.  It  got  very  cold  in  the  night  and  I  had  to  wake 
her  and  ask  for  another  blanket.  She  thumped  out  and 
got  one  for  each  of  us. 

If  you  aren’t  warm  with  that  let  me  know  and  I’ll  have 
to  give  you  the  one  off  my  bed,"  she  rumbled  still  angry, 
“there  aren’t  any  more  and  it  doesn’t  matter  if  I  freeze  to 
death  I  don’t  suppose,"  and  down  she  flopped  again. 

Every  night  I  had  “heaved  Jonah"  at  least  once  during 
the  night,  but  she  had  slept  blissfully  on.  Whether  it  was 
because  she  was  cold  and  not  sleeping  well  or  not  I  don’t 
know  but  on  this  night,  of  all  nights,  when  she  was  per¬ 
fectly  furious  she  heard  me  and  sprang  out  of  bed  and  over 
she  came,  thump,  thump,  thump.  I  was  all  set  and  needed 
no  assistance,  but  she  snatched  the  basin  from  under  my 
chin  and  returned  it  with  a  poor  aim  and  much  force — it 
struck  my  front  teeth  and  my  head  spun. 
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“What  do  you  mean  wrenching  like  this?”  she  gritted. 
“Don’t  you  know  you  haven’t  a  thing  in  your  stomach  to 
come  up?  All  this  fuss  for  an  appendix,”  she  raved. 
I  wanted  to  weep  but  it  was  too  cold.  I  wanted  to  tell  her 
to  go  home,  and  much  more,  but  I  didn’t  have  breath  enough. 
So  as  far  as  I  know  she’s  still  living. 

The  next  P.  M.  mother  told  me  she  had  worried  so 
that  when  she  left  me  she  had  rushed  to  the  surgeon’s 
home  and  as  he  was  out  had  left  a  note  telling  him  how  sick 
I  was.  Then  she  had  gone  on  to  my  own  M.D.  to  tell 
him  what  she  had  done  to  see  if  it  was  all  right,  and  upon 
reaching  home  she  told  the  local  M.  D.  and  the  rest  of  the 
family  she  was  sure  I  was  dying.  Consequently  the  hos¬ 
pital  was  besieged  with  orders,  inquiries,  demands  and 
beseechings.  To  accomplish  any  of  the  routine  work  they 
had  to  have  a  sort  of  “field  phone”  system  installed  so  they 
could  listen  in  as  they  worked. 

However,  the  Heads  discovered  I  was,  in  fact,  most  un¬ 
comfortable  and  that  my  dear  M.  A.  took  the  entire  after¬ 
noon  off  each  day  leaving  the  overworked  floor  nurses 
to  look  after  me.  When  the  Superintendent  came  in  to 
verify  the  poor  floor  nurses’  wail  of  injustice  by  mother  that 
following  afternoon  she  was  shocked  to  learn  that  although 
mother  had  spent  every  afternoon  with  me  she  had  never 
seen  my  M.  A.  since  the  day  of  the  operation,  and  I  learned 
the  cause  of  the  dear  M.  A.’s  rage  the  night  before.  Had 
I  seen  her  again  I  would  have  told  her  what  tough  luck  I 
thought  it.  I  imagine  three  doctors  and  a  large  family 
could  make  a  strong  case  out  of  even  an  unsuccessful  at¬ 
tempt  to  swat  a  fly. 

Had  the  hospital  cut  the  wires  after  the  first  phone 
call  I  am  sure  I  should  still  be  living  and  anyway  I  had 
by  then  grown  quite  used  to  my  gas  pains. 

As  sometimes  happens  all  the  events  worthy  of  note 
took  place  at  the  same  time.  That  night  marked  the  de¬ 
parture  of  my  M.  A.,  the  cot  and  the  gas  pains,  and  the  next 
morning  I  felt  fine  and  was  anxious  to  know  which  one  of 
the  floor  nurses  would  have  me.  I  liked  one  especially, 
but  didn’t  get  her.  She  had  been  in  the  most  when  my 
M.  A.  had  been  off  duty  and  I  thought  maybe  the  trouble 
with  the  M.  A.  would  weigh  mightily  against  me  with  the 
others.  However,  the  one  who  did  come  was  very  nice, 
and  the  second  day  I  found  she  had  been  in  a  hospital  in 


THE  QUARTERLY  MAGAZINE 


31 


New  York  for  a  few  months  the  summer  before  and  one 
of  my  dearest  friends  had  been  her  head  nurse.  She  had 
left  in  August  though  as  the  work  had  been  too  hard  for 
her.  I  was  no  end  perked  up  to  find  we  had  a  mutual  friend, 
when  on  the  following  morning  I  was  dealt  another  blow. 

The  Assistant  Superintendent  came  in  to  say  Miss  X 
had  asked  to  be  relieved  on  my  case  so  she  was  having 
Miss  Y  take  me  and  gave  no  further  information  except 
to  remark  as  she  went  out,  “Nurses  and  Doctors  always  are 
awful  to  take  care  of.” 

I  don’t  believe  I  ever  was  so  low  in  my  mind.  I  wished 
I’d  died.  I  reviewed  my  terrible  past  and  could  find  no 
reason  for  all  the  trouble  and  dirty  digs.  Miss  Y  came. 
She  was  not  the  one  I  hoped  for  but  she  was  fat  and  homely 
and  the  nicest  person  I  ever  met,  but  I  was  awfully  un¬ 
happy.  What  had  I  done  to  Miss  X  ?  It  was  my  one  thought 
and  there  was  no  answer.  I  had  a  bell  pinned  to  my  bed 
but  I  didn’t  dare  ring  it.  When  my  dressings  were  changed 
I  was  frozen  with  horror  of  infection  as  I  watched  them 
put  on  sterile  dressings  and  pat  and  smooth  them  into 
place  but  I  yelped  not,  remembering  the  hint  of  black  marks 
already  acquired.  I  longed  for  P.  H. 

The  doctor  who  gave  me  the  anesthetic  came  in  to 
see  me  and  as  luck  would  have  it  the  Superintendent  was 
with  him  and  my  nice  over-stufifed  nurse  was  in  the  room, 
for  he  said  at  the  top  of  his  voice  he’d  never  seen  anyone 
take  an  anesthetic  as  easily. 

The  enormity  of  this  event  struck  me  head  on.  I 
wanted  to  laugh  and  cheer  and  get  out  of  bed  and  jump 
up  and  down.  Don’t  you  get  it?  At  last  someone  tells 
me  I  had  done  something  well.  I  was  positively  thrilled 
to  the  core.  I  beamed  and  beamed.  I  still  thought  of  Miss 
X  but  it  did  not  bother  me  so  much.  Now  my  day  and 
night  nurses  were  nice  anyway. 

Each  morning  I  waited  in  terror  the  first  opening  of  the 
door  for  fear  my  fat  friend,  too,  should  count  me  a  total 
loss  and  ask  to  be  relieved,  but  each  morning  she  beamed 
in  on  me  happily  and  I  thanked  my  lucky  stars  for  one 
more  day. 

I  was  well  stocked  with  candy  and  soon  all  the  nurses 
and  even  the  doctors  dropped  in  for  candy  and  chats  and 
the  world  took  on  a  brighter  hue.  Even  the  M.  A.  came 
back  on  another  case  and  in  the  evenings  she  would  slip 
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in  to  re-live  the  thrills  of  that  day’s  movie  and  eat  candy 
in  the  most  friendly  fashion,  but  Miss  X  remained  aloof  and 
most  decidedly  a  mystery. 

One  day  Tubby,  as  I  learned  my  stout  consort  was 
called,  asked  me  what  I  had  done  to  Miss  X. 

“Why,”  I  asked,  thinking  that  at  last  a  solution  was 
forthcoming,  but  I  was  disappointed  as  she  said  Miss  X 
could  not  be  persuaded  to  discuss  the  subject,  although 
they  had  all  tried  to  pry  her  reason  for  changing  out  of  her, 
and  it  was  months  after  I  left  the  hospital  that  I  learned 
a  possible  solution. 

Peg,  the  head  nurse  Miss  X  had  been  under  in  New 
York,  wrote  upon  learning  I  had  had  to  undergo  an  opera¬ 
tion  at  this  hospital,  asking  if  Miss  X  had  returned  there 
and  said  she  had  been  most  unsuccessful  and  had  been  asked 
to  leave,  so  I  imagine  the  poor  thing  thought,  knowing  Peg 
I  would  know  all  about  her  trouble  or  if  I  didn’t  might 
find  it  out  at  any  minute.  Of  such  trifles  are  most  of  our 
troubles  made. 

Therefore,  from  my  own  experience  at  the  other  end  of 
the  spoon  I  have  learned  and  pass  on  to  you  these  things : 

One.  As  your  ethics  teacher  has  already  implored  you, 
don’t  saturate  yourself  even  with  the  most  expensive  per¬ 
fume  while  on  duty,  especially  if  your  case  is  surgical  or 
in  any  way  inclined  to  be  nauseated.  Even  now  if  I  pos¬ 
itively  have  to  enter  a  drug  store  I  avoid  the  toilet  articles, 
and  shudder. 

Two.  Even  if  your  patient  does  support  you  he’s  not 
there  for  you  to  lean  on.  If  your  check  is  not  sufficient 
sit  on  a  chair. 

Three.  If  you  must  freeze  to  death  for  your  patient’s 
sake,  freeze  gracefully  and  silently  and  don’t  make  it  a  party 
by  telling  him  that  but  for  him  you  could  be  comfortable. 

Four.  Never  tell  a  patient  he  is  most  awfully  sick  un¬ 
less  you  have  already  seen  him  safely  to  the  morgue,  other¬ 
wise  he  may  believe  you  and  require  too  much  waiting  upon. 

Five.  Last  but  not  least.  The  less  you  handle  a  sterile 
dressing,  the  more  sterile  it  is. 

Oh  yes,  my  little  poem.  Just  let  me  tell  you  that  and 
then  you  can  run.  My  last  night  at  the  hospital  I  wrote 
it  as  I  thought  of  my  Barium  X-rays,  operation,  etc. 
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Oh  McBurney,  Oh  McBurney, 

On  life's  dark  and  treacherous  journey 
Do  you  really  think  you’ve  acted  right  or  fair? 
When  time  and  sheckles  I’d  expended 
To  prove  your  province  I’d  defended 
I  guess  I’d  sort  o’  hoped  that  you’d  be  square. 
Learned  experts  in  such  matters — 

With  a  thoroughness  that  flatters — 

Did  a  sort  o’  topographical  survey. 

They  reported  “nothing  doing, 

Just  the  usual  brews  a  brewing, 

So  forget  it  all  and  call  the  thing  a  day” 

Then  you  began  to  rave  and  yell 

Why  you  plainly  just  raised  hell 

Like  the  meanest  little  demon  from  the  pit. 

Had  Monsieur  Tubercle  Bacilli 
Built  a  Villa  in  my  Villi 
I  can’t  say  I’d  blame  you  not  a  bit. 

But  because  you  had  no  reason 
It’s  the  darkest,  rankest  treason 
And  just  because  it’s  treason  you  must  die. 

This  hurts  me  greatly,  I  admit, 

While  you  don’t  mind  the  thing  a  bit. 

Well,  anyway,  McBurney,  here’s  good-bye. 

Helen  L.  Gillespie. 

From  Marian  S.  Babb,  ’23 

I  have  been  following  with  deep  interest  the  progress 
of  the  new  Presbyterian  and  am  wishing  I  could  work  in  it. 
I  am  sure  you  must  be  wanting  to  watch  every  brick  placed. 

After  a  year’s  delay  I  am  going  to  China.  I  will  sail 
from  Seattle  on  the  19th  of  August  so  you  can  well  imagine 
that  my  spare  minutes  are  very  few.  It  is  so  hard  to  know 
all  the  things  one  will  need. 

Please  remember  me  to  any  of  my  friends  who  are 
with  you  and  with  love  and  very  best  wishes  for  you. 

From  Virginia  Bliss,  ’24 

Bucharest,  Aug.  22. 

Four  of  us  are  travelling  together  and  have  stopped 
here  and  at  Constantinople.  We  go  on  to  Budapest  and 
Vienna  today,  through  the  Austrian  Tyrol  to  Paris  and 
London.  I  leave  the  group  there  and  have  the  rest  of  my 
vacation  with  my  family.  You  must  have  had  a  gorgeous 
trip.  I  am  so  thrilled  about  our  going  over  the  top  for  the 
Building  Fund. 
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From  Edith  J.  L.  Clapp,  ’02 

If  I  had  had  you  or  Miss  Maxwell  on  this  side  of 
the  water  I  would  have  telegraphed  you  my  joy  at  the 
splendid  news  the  Quarterly  brought  concerning  the  fund 
for  the  new  nurses’  residence !  I  have  been  through  the 
bewildering  excitement  of  a  campaign  for  funds  too  recently 
not  to  know  the  stress  of  it  and  the  exhileration ! 

When  our  one  week  campaign  for  a  million  dollars  for  the 
Providence  hospital  went  “over  the  top’’  at  that  last  meeting 
in  the  big  hall,  for  a  moment  there  was  silence  and  then, 
some  laughing,  some  crying,  the  whole  roomful  were  on 
their  feet  and  for  all  the  world  like  the  college  boys  they 
had  watched  so  benignly  for  years,  they  fell  into  the  snake 
dance  and  in  and  about,  up  and  down,  those  twelve  hundred 
men  and  women  wound  about  the  room  and  upon  the 
platform  with  a  laugh  or  a  tear  and  a  handshake  for  the 
men  and  women  who  had  worked,  all  for  the  week  and  a 
few  for  years,  before  they  broke  up  into  happy,  excited 
groups  to  talk  it  over  again.  I  am  certain  that  is  just 
what  happened  among  the  Alumnae,  when,  their  faces 
turned  toward  the  old  hospital,  the  great  news  came  through 
the  Quarterly. 

I  know  from  every  quarter  of  the  globe  we  joined 
hands  or  gathered  about  those  of  you  who  have  accom¬ 
plished  such  a  tremendous  thing  for  the  school,  the  new 
Center  and  the  City.  I  am  so  glad  for  you  all — for  us  all ! 

From  Mrs.  Esther  G.  Johnson,  ’24 

In  case  you  have  forgotten  me,  I  am  the  Mrs.  Esther 
G.  Johnson  who  was  on  your  ward  a  little  while  in  Janu¬ 
ary,  1924.  I  have  since  finished  at  Columbia  and  I  am  now 
in  charge  of  the  entire  Pediatric  floor  in  the  new  University 
of  Michigan  Hospital  here.  I  love  the  work,  but  my  re- 
sponsibilities  are  staggering  just  now.  I  am  writing  to  ask 
you  if  you  could  give  me  the  addresses  of  some  of  the  most 
reliable  and  up-to-date  firms  supplying  children’s  and  in¬ 
fants’  hospital  supplies.  There  are  so  many  things  I  need, 
and  so  many  choices  to  be  made,  that  a  good  catalogue 
would  prove  invaluable. 

Thank  you  sincerely  for  your  interest  and  help,  both 
past  and  future. 
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From  Frances  C.  Montgomery,  ’19 

I  was  so  delighted  to  read  the  announcement  in  the  last 
Quarterly  that  the  nurses’  building  fund  had  gone  over  the 
top.  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  enclose  a  check  for  pay¬ 
ment  on  my  own  small  contribution.  I  wish  it  could  be 
very  much  greater  but  am  glad  to  have  even  a  small  share 
in  the  work. 

You  have  been  having  a  wonderful  summer,  I  know. 
1  wish  I  might  hear  you  tell  about  it.  I  shall  read  with  in¬ 
terest  any  account  that  appears  in  the  Quarterly,  for  I 
assure  you  nothing  in  that  escapes  me. 

I  hope  you  have  escaped  some  of  the  heat  that  seems  to 
have  been  more  or  less  general  throughout  the  U.  S.,  and 
more  general  in  Alabama.  We  have  broken  all  records. 
But  despite  that  fact  and  the  fact  that  I  have  been  working 
hard  all  summer  I’ve  not  succeeded  in  losing  a  single  pound. 

We  have  been  doing  a  most  interesting  piece  of  ex¬ 
perimental  work  this  summer.  We  have  had  with  us  for 
three  months  the  physician  in  charge  of  the  out-patient 
department  and  dispensary  of  Harriet  Lane  Hospital, 
Baltimore.  We  have  had  one  week  clinics  at  different 
points  in  fourteen  counties.  It  has  been  my  privilege  to 
be  the  nurse  assisting  Dr.  Weech  and  I’ve  thoroughly 
enjoyed  it. 

There  is  still  plenty  of  work  in  Alabama  in  Public 
Health. 

I  had  hoped  to  see  friends  at  P.  H.  this  summer  for  I  got 
started  north  on  my  vacation  and  then  turned  back.  But 
Pm  looking  forward  to  the  time  when  I  can  come  up — 
certainly  before  the  old  becomes  new  and  all  familiar  sur¬ 
roundings  are  destroyed. 


EXCHANGES  ACKNOWLEDGED 

St.  Luke’s  Bulletin. 

The  Pacific  Coast  Journal  of  Nursing. 

The  Mydriatic. 
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ALUMNiE  NOTES 

Mrs.  Frederic  B.  Morlock,  ’04,  has  gone  to  California 
to  stay  for  the  winter.  Her  address  while  there  is  5827 
South  Wilton  Place,  Los  Angeles.  Mrs.  Morlock  will  spend 
Thanksgiving  and  Christmas  with  her  parents,  later  motor¬ 
ing  to  San  Francisco. 

Margaret  Conrad,  ’20,  spent  her  vacation  in  the  Cana¬ 
dian  Rockies. 

Madeline  Evans,  T2,  passed  the  summer  delightfully 
in  the  Big  Horn  Mountains. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  E.  Meleny  (Elsie  Toss,  T7)  have 
returned  to  China. 

Anne  Williams,  T5,  has  accepted  recently,  a  position 
at  Milford,  Connecticut,  in  a  school  for  convalescent  and 
backward  children. 

Katherine  Danner,  ’06,  has  returned  to  Buffalo  and 
resumed  the  superintendency  of  the  deaconess’  Hospital. 
During  her  two  years  of  absence,  Miss  Danner  organized 
a  School  of  Nursing  at  the  Middleton  Hospital,  Middleton, 
Ohio. 

Ruth  B.  Wood,  ’ll,  has  resigned  her  position  as  Con¬ 
sulting  Nurse  for  Division  of  Maternity,  Infancy  and  Child 
Hygiene  of  the  State  Department  of  Health,  and  is  planning 
to  take  a  Public  Health  course  at  Teacher’s  College. 

Agnes  Maynard,  ’07,  who  attended  the  summer  course 
at  Teacher’s  College,  has  returned  to  her  position  as  super¬ 
vising  nurse  in  the  State  Department  of  Health. 

Mrs.  Ing,  ’25,  with  her  daughter,  left  for  China  in 
September. 

Peggy  Steele,  ’21,  and  Anne  Steele,  '23,  were  specialling 
in  September,  at  The  Harbour. 

Emily  Price  Piper,  T5,  was  back  in  the  Accident  Ward 
relieving  for  vacation,  much  to  everyone’s  delight,  doctors 
as  well  as  nurses. 

Helen  B.  Harding,  ’19,  has  accepted  a  position  at  The 
Harbour. 

Lorraine  Seeley  Bell,  ’25,  was  assistant  head  nurse  in 
the  Dispensary  during  August. 
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Mae  Bernard,  ’24,  after  attending  summer  school  at 
Oswego  Normal  School,  has  accepted  the  position  of  Health 
Nurse  at  Glen  Cove,  Long  Island. 

Mrs.  Louis  A.  De  Ronde,  ’14,  was  a  patient  of  Dr. 
Whipple’s  on  the  corridor  in  August. 

Gertrude  Duhl  Dominik,  ’19,  had  her  small  son,  Bobby, 
in  Dr.  Whipple’s  care  on  the  Surgical  corridor  in  August. 

Margaret  Kinne,  ’18,  has  resigned  as  Anaesthetist  at 
Crill  Clinic  in  Cleveland,  and  has  entered  for  pre-medical 
work  at  Columbia  University. 

Elizabeth  R.  Brackett,  ’15,  is  entering  the  College  of 
Physicians  and  Surgeons,  Columbia  University,  as  a  first 
year  student. 

The  new  address  of  Edith  J.  L.  Clapp,  ’02,  is  370  Seventh 
Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Through  a  typographical  error  Miss  Amy  E.  Pope’s 
address  was  incorrect  in  the  July  Quarterly.  The  correct 
one  is  St.  Luke’s  Hospital,  San  Francisco,  California. 

Wilhelmina  Turdale,  T8,  is  doing  Public  Health  work 
in  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario. 

The  sympathy  of  the  Alumnae  Association  is  extended 
to  Elspeth  Gould,  ’09,  whose  mother  died  on  August  third, 
and  to  Elizabeth  Strong  Westbrook,  ’21,  whose  father  died 
July  third. 

Recent  patients  in  the  Hospital  were  the  following: 
Elizabeth  Curtis,  ’20,  Louise  Foot  De  Ronde,  T4,  Agnes 
Warner,  ’01,  Marie  Thompson,  TO,  and  Frances  Richards 
White,  ’97. 

Recent  visitors  to  the  School  Office  were  the  following: 
Mae  Wilson,  ’21,  Agnes  Warner,  ’01,  Ada  Boone  Coffey, 
’13,'Myra  Hopson,  T6,  Frances  White,  ’97,  Lily  M.  Thom 
(Mrs.  Thomas  Low),  T3,  with  her  son  ;  Virginia  Harrell,  T9, 
Wilhelmina  Turdale,  T8,  Winifred  Bullard,  T6,  Anna 
Culgin,  ’02,  Margaret  Eliot,  ’21,  Constance  Thorpe,  T4,  and 
Mrs.  Kupfer,  ’23. 
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BIRTHS 

To  Katherine  Tucker  Obrison,  ’21,  twin  boys,  born 
August  8. 

To  Mable  Marsh  Hepner,  ’23,  twins,  born  in  September. 

To  Dorothy  Parkhurst  Smith,  T8,  a  son,  on  July  13. 

To  Alva  Myers  Macon,  T8,  a  daughter,  on  June  27. 

To  Elizabeth  Strong  Westbrook.  21,  on  August  14th, 
a  daughter. 


MARRIAGES 

Virginia  Miller  Thrall,  ’22,  was  married  on  the  twenty- 
fifth  of  August  to  Doctor  Paul  Donovan  Lewis. 

Elizabeth  Howe,  ’23,  was  married  on  the  twenty-third 
of  June  to  Mr.  Willis  Rice  Putney. 

Gladys  H.  Thivierge,  ’24,  was  married  on  July  seven¬ 
teenth  to  Michael  A.  Kiely. 

Sentha  Barwell,  ’24,  was  married  on  June  twenty-ninth 
to  Mr.  Allen  N.  Tibbetts. 

Zoila  Mary  Cooper,  ’22,  was  married  on  April  fifteenth, 
last,  to  Rev.  Gilbert  Ritter,  both  of  St.  John’s  Church,  Pem¬ 
broke,  Bermuda. 

Miss  Beulah  Jean  Smith,  ’22,  was  married  to  Mr. 
Clarence  Joseph  Morrow,  on  Wednesday,  July  fifteenth, 
1925,  at  Lunenburg,  Nova  Scotia. 

Mrs.  Ruth  Weldon  Griggs,  ’22,  was  married  to  Mr. 
Clarence  Edwards  Case,  on  Saturday,  July  twenty-fifth, 
1925,  at  Somerville,  New  Jersey. 

Dorothy  Handel,  ’21,  was  married  on  October  third  to 
Dr.  Frederic  Bancroft.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Bancroft  will  reside  in 
New  York  City. 


DEATHS 

Eva  Louise  Rexford  Fee,  ’24,  of  Knowlton,  Quebec, 
died  on  August  thirty-first  after  a  prolonged  illness. 
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NEWS  ITEMS 

Dr.  Robert  Loeb  spent  his  summer  vacation  in  Europe. 

Dr.  Harry  J.  Wieler  was  married  in  August  to  Mary 
Archer  Cole  and  will  reside  at  the  Hill  School,  Pottstown, 
Pennsylvania. 

The  marriage  of  Dr.  Howard  Curtis  to  Ethel  Long 
Metcalf  took  place  in  August.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Curtis  will 
reside  in  Moorestown,  New  Jersey. 

George  Lang,  a  former  painter  in  the  hospital,  was  on 
Ward  XI  in  August.  George  is  living  with  his  daughter  on 
Long  Island. 

Jack  Thompson,  who  used  to  run  the  Surgical  elevator, 
is  sick  on  Ward  XII.  He  is  an  inmate  of  an  old  man’s 
home  having  reached  the  ripe  age  of  82,  and  was  glad  to  get 
back  to  P.  H. 

Emma  Summers,  the  very  popular  Social  Service 
chauffeur,  was  a  patient  on  Ward  VII  in  September. 

Frank  Ireland,  formerly  night  orderly  on  the  S.  P.  C. 
and  later  in  the  Accident  Ward,  and  who  was  quite  ill  on 
Ward  IX,  died  Sunday,  September  20,  1925,  at  2  P.  M., 
from  cerebral  hemorrhage. 

“Mamie,”  who  has  been  on  Ward  VII  with  a  small 
abscess  on  the  eye-lid,  was. transferred  to  Knapp  Memorial 
Hospital  for  an  operation. 

In  a  recent  letter  received  from  Miss  Axelson  she  says 
that  she  has  accepted  a  position  as  head  of  Dobb’s  House, 
on  September  30. 

Dr.  Joseph  Hart  Bell’s  marriage  to  Miss  Lorraine  Seely 
of  Flushing,  Long  Island,  was  recently  announced. 
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INTERNATIONAL  CONGRESS  OF  NURSES 
Helsingfors,  July  20-25,  1925 

PROGRAMME 
MONDAY,  JULY  20th 

4-5:15  P.  M.  Musical  Service  in  Church  of  St.  Nicholas. 
New  composition  by  the  Finnish  Composer  Sibelius  to 
be  given  in  honor  of  the  Congress. 

8:30  P.  M.  Opening  Session:  Baroness  Sophie  Manner- 
heim,  President,  presiding,  Kansallisteatteri — National- 
teatern. 

Address  of  Welcome:  Doctor  Leo  Ehrnrooth,  Chair¬ 
man  of  the  Town  Council  of  Helsingfors. 

Response:  Baroness  Sophie  Mannerheim. 

Addresses :  Representative  of  the  Medical  Board  of 
Finland. 

Greetings  from  the  International  Council  of  Women  : 
Jenny  Markelin-Swensson. 

Greetings  from  the  International  Woman  Suffrage 
Alliance:  Annie  Furuhjelm,  late  Member  of  the  Fin¬ 
nish  Parliament. 

The  Trained  Nurses’  Part  in  Peace:  Ethel  Gordon 
Fenwick,  Founder  of  the  International  Council  of 
Nurses. 

6:30  P.  M.  Dinner. 

TUESDAY,  JULY  21st 

10-12  Noon.  General  Session:  Baroness  Sophie  Manner¬ 
heim,  President,  presiding. 

Welcome  by  the  President. 

Roll  call  by  countries. 

Report  of  Committee  on  Arrangements. 

Reading  of  Minutes  of  last  meeting. 

Report  of  Secretary. 

Report  of  Treasurer. 

Report  of  the  Committees  on : 

Programme. 

Eligibility. 

Revision. 

New  Business. 
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2-5  P.  M.  General  Session :  Ethel  Gordon  Fenwick,  Presi¬ 
dent  of  the  National  Council  of  Trained  Nurses  of  Great 
Britain,  presiding. 

Subject:  Reports  from  Affiliated  and  Non-affiliated 
Countries. 

Reports  of  the  Vice-Presidents  of  the  Council. 

Ethel  Gordon  Fenwick  (Great  Britain). 

Adda  Eldredge  (The  United  States  of  America). 
Agnes  Karll  (Germany). 

Jean  Browne  (Canada) 

Henny  Tscherning  (Denmark),  read  by  Inger  Nor- 
dentoft,  Denmark. 

Sophie  Mannerheim  (Finland). 

Meta  Kehrer  (Holland). 

G.  D.  Franklin  (India),  read  by  Zara  Chesney,  India. 
Mrs.  Hood  (New  Zealand),  read  by  Janet  A.  Moore, 
New  Zealand. 

Jeanne  Hellemans  (^Belgium). 

Gladys  E.  Stephenson  (China),  read  by  Cora  E. 
Simpson,  China. 

Egle  Pilastrini  (Italy),  read  by  Marchesa  Irene  di 
Targiani  Giunti,  Italy. 

Bergliot  Larsson  (Norway). 

M.  G.  Thomson  (South  Africa),  read  by  Bella  Gordon 
Alexander,  South  Africa. 

Reports  of  the  Hon.  Vice-Presidents  of  the  Council 
(omitting  those  from  National  Organizations  affiliat¬ 
ing  at  Evening  Session). 

Dr.  Anna  Hamilton  (France),  read  by  Antoinette 
Hervey,  France. 

Take  Hagiwara  (Japan),  read  by  Iku  Todoriki,  Japan. 
Bertha  Wellin  (Sweden). 

Emmy  Oser  (Switzerland),  read  by  Schwester  Freud- 
weiler,  Switzerland. 

Rachel  C.  Torrance  (Bulgaria),  read  by  Hazel  Goff, 
Bulgaria. 

M.  H.  Zacca  (Greece),  read  by  Annie  Brandt,  Greece. 
Enid  M.  Newton  (Jugo-Slavia),  read  by  a  nurse 
from  the  Balken  states. 

Helen  L.  Bridge  (Poland). 
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Ella  Anscombe  (Roumania),  read  by  a  Nurse  from 
the  Balken  states. 

Lyda  W.  Anderson  (Turkey),  read  by  Hazel  Goff, 
Bulgaria. 

Reports  from  countries  not  affiliated. 

(Names  will  be  published  later). 

5  P.  M.  American  Embassy. 

8  P.  M.  General  Sessions :  Baroness  Sophie  Manner- 
heim,  President,  presiding. 

Introduction  of: 

New  Affiliated  National  Organizations. 
Representative  Nurses  appointed  as  Hon.  Vice-Presi¬ 
dents  from  countries  not  yet  affiliated  with  the 
Council. 

Greetings  by  Representatives  of  the  older  National 
Associations : 

EebJc.TsfX'"  i  <G"»‘  *"d  M”d> 

Anna  Maxwell  (The  United  States  of  America). 
Agnes  Rarll  (Germany). 

M.  A.  Snively  (Canada). 

Lantern  slides  of  Nursing  in  different  countries. 

WEDNESDAY,  JULY  22nd. 

9-10:15  A.  M.  Round  Tables: 

1.  Position  of  the  Matron  or  Superintendent  of  Nurses. 
Chairman :  Alice  Reeves,  President  of  the  National 

Council  of  Trained  Nurses  of  the  Irish  Free  State — 
Matron,  Dr.  Steeven’s  Hospital,  Dublin. 

2.  The  Duties  and  Preparation  of  Teachers  and  Super¬ 
visors. 

Chairman:  Flora  Madeline  Shaw,  Chairman  of  the 
National  Section  of  Nursing  Education,  Canadian 
Nurses’  Association — Director,  School  for  Gradu¬ 
ate  Nurses,  McGill  University,  Canada. 

3.  Nursing  under  Government  Auspices. 

Chairman :  Cecilie  Lutken,  Superintendent,  Army 

Nursing  Service,  Denmark. 

4.  The  Nurse  in  Community  Health  Work. 

Chairman :  Elizabeth  L.  Smellie,  Chief  Superinten¬ 
dent  of  the  Victorian  Order  of  Nurses  for  Canada. 

5.  Organization  of  American  Schools. 

10:30  A.  M.-l  P.  M.  General  Session:  Annie  W.  Goodrich, 
Professor  and  Dean,  Yale  School  of  Nursing,  Yale  Uni¬ 
versity,  U.  S.  A.,  presiding. 
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Subject:  Administration  and  Teaching  in  Schools  of 

Nursing. 

A.  Reports  of  the  Committee  on  Education  of  the  In¬ 
ternational  Council. 

Mary  Adelaide  Nutting,  Professor  Emeritus,  Teach¬ 
ers  College,  New  York — Chairman  of  the  Com¬ 
mittee  on  Education  of  the  International  Council. 
(Read  by  Isabel  M.  Stewart,  Professor,  Depart¬ 
ment  of  Nursing  Education,  Teachers  College, 
New  York). 

12  Noon.  Lunch — -Kappeli-Kapellet. 

B.  Adaptation  of  the  Basic  Nursing  Curriculum 
to  Local  Needs. 

Nina  Gage,  Chairman  of  the  Education  Committee, 
Nurses’  Association  of  China — Dean  of  the  Hunan 
Yale  School  of  Nursing,  Changsha,  China. 

Discussion : 

Ellen  Nylander,  Matron  of  the  Second  Medical  Hos¬ 
pital  of  the  University  Hospitals  of  Helsingfors, 
Finland. 

Helen  L.  Bridge,  Director,  Warsaw  School  of  Nurs¬ 
ing,  Poland. 

Alice  Reeves,  President  of  the  National  Council  of 
Trained  Nurses  of  the  Irish  Free  State — Matron, 
Dr.  Steeven’s  Hospital,  Dublin. 

C.  The  Relationship  of  the  School  of  Nursing  to  the 
Hospital. 

F.  Mayboom,  Matron  of  the  Gemeente  Ziekenhuis, 
Rotterdam,  Holland. 

Discussion : 

Alice  de  Ibranyi,  General  Matron  of  the  Nursing 
Service  of  the  Hungarian  Red  Cross.  (Read  by 
Giri  de  Hodossy,  Hungary). 

Elsie  M.  Lawler,  Superintendent  of  Nurses,  Johns 
Hopkins  Hospital,  U.  S.  A. 

D.  Methods  of  Teaching  Practical  Nursing  in  the  Hos¬ 
pital  Ward. 

Hedwig  Birkner,  Oberschwester,  Schwestemschaft 
der  Universitats-Kinderklinik,  Vienna. 

Discussion : 

S.  E.  Young,  Superintendent  of  Nurses,  Montreal 
General  Hospital,  Canada. 
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THURSDAY,  JULY  23rd 

9-10:15  A.  M.  Round  Tables: 

1.  How  Lay  People  Best  Cooperate  with  the  Nursing 
Profession  in  the  Advancement  of  Nursing  Educa¬ 
tion. 

Chairman :  Marchesa  Irene  di  Targiani  Giunti,  Direc¬ 
tor  of  the  Nursing  Service  of  the  Italian  Red  Cross. 

2.  University  Schools  of  Nursing. 

Chairman :  Ethel  Clarke,  Director,  Indiana  Uni¬ 
versity,  Indianapolis,  U.  S.  A. 

3.  New  Ideas  and  Devices  in  the  Nursing  Care  of  the 
Patient. 

Chairman :  S.  Lillian  Clayton,  Superintendent  of 
Nurses,  Philadelphia  General  Hospital,  Phila¬ 
delphia,  U.  S.  A. 

4.  Newer  Developments  in  Child  Welfare  Work. 

Chairman:  Venny  Snellman,  Director,  Nursing 

Service  of  General  Mannerheim’s  League  of  Child 
Welfare,  Helsingfors. 

10:30  A.  M.-12 :30  P.  M.  General  Session:  Jean  Browne, 
President  of  the  Canadian  Nurses’  Association,  presid¬ 
ing. 

Subject:  Public  Health  Nursing. 

A.  The  New  Emphasis  in  Public  Health  Nursing. 
Mary  S.  Gardner,  Director  of  Providence  District 

Nursing  Association,  Rhode  Island,  U.  S.  A. 

Discussion : 

Olympia  Torres,  Secretary  of  the  Association  of  Reg¬ 
istered  Nurses  of  Porto  Rico. 

Antoinette  Hervey,  Directrice  des  Visiteuses,  Depar- 
tement  de  la  Seine-Inferieure,  Rouen,  France. 

B.  The  Preparation  of  the  Public  Health  Nurse. 
Evelyn  Walker,  Directrice,  Association  d’Hygiene 

Sociale  de  l’Aisne,  Soissons,  France. 

Discussion : 

Maynard  Carter  League  of  Red  Cross  Societies— 
Director  of  the  International  Nursing  Course,  Bed¬ 
ford  College,  London,  England. 

Anna  Vogel,  Gottenborg,  Sweden. 

C.  Types  of  Organization  in  Public  Health  Nursing. 
Alma  Haupt,  Director  of  Nursing,  the  Common¬ 
wealth  Fund,  Vienna,  Austria. 
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Discussion : 

Elizabeth  L.  Smellie,  Chief  Superintendent  of  the 
Victorian  Order  of  Nurses  for  Canada. 

Venny  Snellman,  Director,  Nursing  Service  of  Gen¬ 
eral  Mannerheim’s  League  of  Child  Welfare,  Hel¬ 
singfors,  Finland. 

2-5  P.  M.  General  Session :  Agnes  Karll,  President  of  the 

German  Nurses’  Association,  presiding. 

Subject:  Special  Fields  of  Nursing. 

A.  Private  Duty  Nursing. 

Bergliot  Larsson,  President  of  the  Norwegian  Nur¬ 
ses’  Association. 

Discussion : 

Isabel  Macdonald,  Secretary,  Royal  British  Nurses’ 
Association,  London,  England. 

Minnie  Ahrens,  Executive  Secretary,  First  District 
of  Illinois,  Chicago,  U.  S.  A. 

B.  Has  the  Nursing  Profession  a  Responsibility  in 
Connection  with  Midwifey. 

Gladys  Le  Geyt,  Former  Member  of  the  Central  Mid¬ 
wives  Board,  England — Superintendent,  Public 
Health  Nurses,  Borough  of  Bethnal  Green,  London, 
England. 

Carolyn  Conant  Van  Blarcom,  New  York,  U.  S.  A. 

Discussion : 

Jentie  B.  N.  Paterson,  Child  Welfare  Department  of 
New  Zealand. 

C.  What  Progress  Are  We  Making  in  Mental  Nursing 

and  Mental  Hygiene? 

Effie  J.  Taylor,  Associate  Professor  of  Nursing,  Yale 
University — Superintendent  of  Nurses,  New  Haven 
Hospital,  Connecticut,  U.  S.  A. 

Discussion : 

Karin  Neuman-Rahn,  Director  of  the  Preliminary 
Course  of  the  School  of  Nursing,  Maria  Hospital, 
Helsingfors,  Finland. 

Signe  Hommerberg,  Acting  Superintendent  of 
Nurses,  Malmo  Asyl,  Malmo,  Sweden. 

D.  Newer  Developments  in  Tuberculosis  Nursing. 

Leonie-Marie  Chaptal,  President  of  the  French 

Nurses’  Association — Directrice  de  la  Maison-ficole 
des  Infirmieres  privees. 
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Discussion : 

Alta  Elizabeth  Dines,  Director  of  Nursing  Service, 
Association  for  Improving  the  Condition  of  the 
Poor,  New  York,  U.  S.  A. 

E.  A  Great  Reform — Trained  Nursing  in  Prisons. 
Beatrice  Kent,  Member  of  the  Howard  League  of 
Penal  Reform,  Member  of  St.  Pancras  Borough 
Council,  London,  England. 

7-9  P.  M.  Open  Meeting:  Baroness  Sophie  Mannerheim, 
President,  presiding. 

Subject:  The  Nurse’s  Place  in  the  World’s  Health 
Movement. 

Addresses:  General  Mannerheim  representing  the 

Finnish  Red  Cross  and  the  League  for  Child  Welfare. 
The  work  of  General  Mannerheim’s  League  for 
Child  Welfare.  Mr.  E.  Mandelin,  Secretary-Gen¬ 
eral  of  the  League. 

Some  International  Aspects  of  Nursing  Education: 
Anna  W.  Goodrich,  Professor  and  Dean,  Yale  School 
of  Nursing,  Yale  University,  U.  S.  A.,  representing 
the  International  Council  of  Nurses. 

Dr.  Cazeneuve,  representing  the  Health  Section  of 
the  Secretariat  of  the  League  of  Nations. 

Dr.  Rene  Sand,  Secretary  General  of  the  League  of 
Red  Cross  Societies. 

9  P.  M.  Finnish  Bath. 

FRIDAY,  JULY  24th 
9-10:15  A.  M.  Round  Tables: 

1.  Organization  of  the  Nursing  Service  of  the  Red 
Cross. 

Chairman:  Clara  D.  Noyes,  National  Director  of 
the  Nursing  Service  of  the  American  Red  Cross. 

2.  Text  and  Reference  Books  for  Nurses. 

Chairman :  Cora  E.  Simpson,  General  Secretary  of 

the  Nurses’  Association  of  China. 

3.  How  to  Start  Public  Health  Nursing  in  a  New 
Country. 

Chairman :  Cecile  Mechelynck,  Chief  Director  of  the 
Visiting  Nurse  Association  of  Belgium. 

4.  Nursing  Economics. 

Chairman:  Jeanette  Hellemans,  President  of  the 
National  Federation  of  Belgian  Nurses. 

5.  Training  and  Control  of  Midwifery. 

Chairman :  Carolyn  Conant  VanBlarcom,  New  York, 
U.  S.  A. 
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10:30  A.  M.-12:30  P.  M.  General  Session:  Countess  Louise 
d’Ursel,  Secretary  of  the  National  Federation  of  Belgian 
Nurses,  presiding. 

Subject:  Nursing  Legislation. 

A.  Recent  Progress  in  Nursing  Legislation. 
Elizabeth  Burgess,  Assistant  Professor  of  Nursing 

Education,  Teachers  College,  New  York,  U.  S.  A. 
Discussion : 

Bella  Gordon  Alexander,  Hon.  General  Secretary  of 
the  South  African  Trained  Nurses’  Association, 
— Matron  of  the  Johannesburg  Hospital,  Trans¬ 
vaal. 

Marie  Berkelbach  v.  d.  Sprenkel,  Secretary  of  Noso- 
komos  (the  Dutch  Nurses’  Association). 

B.  The  Problem  of  Reciprocity. 

Hester  Maclean,  Editor  of  Kai  Tiaki,  former  Direc¬ 
tor  of  the  Division  of  Nursing  in  the  Department 
of  Health,  New  Zealand,  (read  by  Miss  Cookson, 
Matron  of  Whangarei  Hospital,  New  Zealand). 
Discussion : 

Leonie-Marie  Chaptal,  President  of  the  French 
Nurses’  Association — Presidente  de  la  premiere 
section  du  Conseil  de  Perfectionnement  des  Ecoles 
d’lnfirmieres  au  Ministere  de  l’Hygiene. 

A.  Stewart  Bryson,  Matron,  Northern  Hospital, 
Winchmore  Hill,  London — Past  President,  Fever 
Nurses’  Association,  England. 

C.  Educational  Opportunities  in  the  Inspection  of 
Nursing  Schools. 

Kerstin  Nordendahl,  Superintendent  of  Registration 
in  Sweden. 

Discussion : 

Adda  Eldredge,  President  of  the  American  Nurses’ 
Association. 

4:15-5:30  P.  M.  Round  Tables: 

1.  How  to  Interest  Young  Women  in  Nursing. 
Chairman :  Katherine  Olmsted,  Chief,  Division  of 

Nursing,  League  of  Red  Cross  Socities. 

2.  Professional  Ethics. 

Chairman:  Charlotte  Munck,  Superintendent  of 

Nurses,  Bispebjaerg  Hospital,  Copenhagen,  Den¬ 
mark. 

3.  Subsidiary  Groups  in  Relation  to  Nursing  Service. 
Chairman:  Jean  Gunn,  Superintendent  of  Nurses, 

Toronto  General  Hospital,  Canada. 
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4.  The  Nurse  in  Social  Service. 

Chairman:  Meta  Kehrer,  President  of  Nosokomos, 
Amsterdam,  Holland. 

5.  School  Nursing  and  Health  Education  in  Schools. 

Chairman :  Helen  L.  Pearse,  Superintendent  of 

School  Nurses  under  the  London  County  Council, 
England. 

8  P.  M.  General  Session:  J.  C.  Child,  Vice-President 
(Overseas)  of  the  South  African  Trained  Nurses’  As¬ 
sociation,  presiding. 

Subject:  Nursing  Associations  and  Publications. 

A.  Fundamental  Principles  in  Professional  Nursing 
Organizations. 

Adda  El  dredge,  President  of  the  American  Nurses’ 
Association. 

Discussion : 

Cornelia  Petersen,  Superintendent  of  Nurses,  Muni¬ 
cipal  Hospital,  Aarhus,  Denmark. 

Rachel  C.  Torrance,  Director  of  the  School  of  Nurs¬ 
ing  of  the  Bulgarian  Red  Cross,  Sofia,  Bulgaria. 
Grace  M.  Fairley,  Superintendent  of  Nurses,  Victoria 
Hospital,  London,  Canada. 

B.  The  Aims  of  a  Professional  Journal. 

Margaret  Breay,  Assistant  Editor  pf  the  British 
Journal  of  Nursing,  London,  England. 

Discussion : 

Ada  Carr,  Editor  of  The  Public  Health  Nurse, 
National  Organization  for  Public  Health  Nursing, 
U.  S.  A. 

H.  M.  Thacker,  Editor  of  The  Nursing  Journal  of 
India,  Bombay. 

C.  How  to  Make  a  Journal  Useful  and  Attractive. 
Mary  Roberts,  Editor  of  The  American  Journal  of 

Nursing,  New  York,  U.  S.  A. 

Discussion : 

Ethel  I.  Johns,  Assistant  Professor  and  Acting  Direc¬ 
tor  of  the  Department  of  Nursing  Education, 
University  of  British  Columbia,  Canada. 

Kyllikki  Pohjala,  Helsingfors,  Finland. 

Afternoon:  3:30  P.  M.  Garden  Party  at  Seurasari — Folison 
given  by  the  Municipality  of  Helsingfors. 

8:30  P.  M.  Lecture  and  Demonstration  (with  lantern  slides) 
on  Sir  Frederick  Truby  King’s  Methods  of  Child  Wel¬ 
fare  Work. 

Jentie  B.  N.  Paterson,  representing  the  Child  Welfare 
Department  of  New  Zealand. 
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SATURDAY,  JULY  25th 

Time  on  the  ticket.  Boat  Ride.  (Landing  at  Suomenlinna 

— Sveaborg) . 

S  P.  M.  Banquet  and  Farewells  from  Representaties  of  the 

Five  Continents :  Boroness  Sophie  Mannerheim,  Presi¬ 
dent,  presiding. 

Representative  for  Asia:  Lillian  Wu,  Superinten¬ 
dent  of  Nurses  of  the  Red  Cross  Hospital,  Shanghai, 
China. 

Representative  for  Australasia:  Janet  A.  Moore,  In¬ 
structor,  Otago  University,  New  Zealand. 

Representative  for  America :  Clara  D.  Noyes, 

National  Director  of  the  Nursing  Service  of  the 
American  Red  Cross,  Washington,  D.  C. 

Representative  for  Africa:  Bella  Gordon  Alexander, 
Hon.  General  Secretary  of  the  South  African 
Trained  Nurses’  Association,  Johannesburg,  Trans¬ 
vaal. 

Representative  for  Europe :  Charlotte  Munck, 

Matron,  Bispebjaerg  Hospital,  Copenhagen,  Den¬ 
mark. 

Reports  of  Resolutions. 

Announcements. 

THE  CONGRESS  ARRANGEMENTS 

Please  observe  that  those  wishing  to  take  part  in  the 
Boat  Ride  and  the  Banquet  must  present  their  invitation 
cards  at  the  office  not  later  than  Tuesday,  21st. 

The  following  sightseeing  and  excursions  have  been 
arranged  for  visitors  to  the  Congress  who  reach  Helsingfors 
before  the  date  of  opening. 

Saturday,  July  18th — Excursions  for  social  workers  and 
others  interested. 

2  P.  M. — Excursion  to  Grankulla : 

(a)  Miss  Soldan’s  Institute  for  Infant  Care. 

(b)  The  Hydropathic  Institute  (Bad  Grankulla), 

(c)  The  Little  Red  House  (rest  home  for  nurses). 

Sunday,  July  19th. 

12-2  P.  M. — Finlandia  Film  at  the  Kino  Palats  (Cine¬ 
matograph  theatre).  Film  showing  the  Grankulla  Institute 
for  Infant  Care. 

2-4  P.  M. — Visits  to  the  Ateneum  (picture  gallery)  and 
the  National  Museum. 

Particulars  may  be  obtained  from  the  Official  Informa¬ 
tion  Bureau,  Saatytalo — Standerhuset,  Nikolainkatu— 
Nikolaigatan  9. 

(Open  on  Friday,  July  17th,  2-5  P.  M.) 
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